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EXTRACT FROM A PREFACE TO A FORMER EDITION. 
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I thank the readers of my two first volumes. They are, I believe, 
mostly poor people, who would have bought more of my books, if 
they had not wanted brcad ; and the sale, I have no doubt, will 
keep pace exactly with their progress in knowledge, virtue, and free- 
dom. I know not whether my publisher is satisfied— I tmst he is ; 
but for myself, I am sufficiently rewarded, if my poetry has led one 
poor despairing victim of misrule from the ale-house to the fields ; if 
I have been chosen of God to show his desolated heart, that, though 
his wrongs have been heavy and his fall deep, and though the spoiler 
is yet abroad, still in the green lanes of England the primrose is 
blowing, and on the mountain top the lonely nr pointing with her 
many fingers to our Fat her in heaven — to Hirn, whose wisdom is at 
once inscrutable and indubitable, and to whom ages are as a mo- 
ment — to Hirn who has created another and a better world for all 
who act nobly or suffer unjustly here; a world of river-feeding 
mountains, to which the oak will come in his strength, and the ash 
in her beauty — of chiming streams, and elmy vales, where the wild 
flowers of our oountry, and, among them, the little daisy, will not 
refuse to bloom. 



HYMN 

WR1TTEN POR THE PRINTERS OP SHEFFIELD. 

Lord ! taught by Thee, when Caxton bade 

His silent words for ever speak ; 
A grave for tyrants then was made, 

Then crack'd the chain which yet shall break. 

For bread, for bread, the all-scorn'd man, 
With study worn, his press prepared ; 

And knew not, Lord, thy wondrous plan, 
Nor what he did, nor what he dared 

When first the might of deathless thought 

Impresso his all-instructing page, 
Unconscious giant ! how he smote 

The fraud and force of many an age ! 

Pale waxM the harlot, fear'd of thrones, 
And they who bought her harlotry : 

He shook the throned on dead men's bones, 
He shakes — all evil yet to be ! 

The powr He grasp'd let none disdain ; 

It conquerd once, and conquers still ; 
By fraud and force assail'd in vain, 

It conquer'd erst, and ever will. 

R 2 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

It conquers here ! the fight is won ! 

We thank thee, Lord, with many a tear ! 
For many a not unworthy son 

Of Caxton does thy bidding here. 

We help ourselves, thy cause we aid ; 

We build for Heav'n, beneath the skies : 
And bless Thee, Lord, that Thou hast made 

Our daily bread of tyrants' sighs. 



THE PRIMROSE. 
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Surely that man is pure in thought and deed, 

Whom spirits teach in breeze-borne melodies ; 

For he finds tongue in every flower and weed, 

And admonition in mute harmonies ; 

Erect he moves, by truth and beauty led, 

And climbs his throne, for such a monarch meet, 

To gaze on Valleys, that, around him spread, 

Carpet the hall of heav'n beneath his feet 

How like a trumpet, under all the skies 

Blown, to convene all forms that love his beams, 

Light speaks in splendour to the poet's eyes, 

O'er dizzy rocks and woods, and headlong streams ! 

How like the voice of woman, when she sings 



THE PRIMROSE. 

To her beloved, of love and constancy, 

The veraal odours, o'er the murmurings 

Of distant waters, pour their raelody 

Into his soul, mix'd with the throstle's song 

And the wren's twitter ? Welcome then, again, 

Love4istening primrose ; though not parted long, 

We meet, like lovers, after years of pain. 

Oh, thou bringet blissful childhood back to me ! 

Thou still art loveliest in the lonest place ; 

Still, as of old, day glows with love for thee, 

And reads our heav'nly Father in thy face. 

Surely thy thoughts are humble and devout, 

Flower of the pensive gold ! for why should heav'n 

Deny to thee his noblest boon of thought, 

If to earth's demigods 'tis vainly given ? 

Answer me, sinless sister ! Thou hast speech 

Though silent Fragrance is thy eloquence, 

ßeauty thy language ; and thy smile might teach 

Ungrateful man to pardon Providence. 
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SPENSERIAN. 

Sun of Destruction ; ne'er again arise 
The flamy gloora of flaming temples o'er, 
To shout thy words of fire beneath red skies, 
Athwart fire-gleaming sea, and burning shore — 
" Burn, burn, tili all is burned !" Never more 
Let men say, " Light destroys." No, rather crown 
The Good dethroned with beams that shone of yore ; 
As when a bard, of yet unborn renown, 
Casts o'er his deathless page the light of suns gone 
down. 



SPRING. 

Again the violet of our early days 

Drinks beauteous azure from the golden sun, 

And kindless into fragrance at his blaze ; 

The streams, rejoiced that winters work is done, 

Talk of to-morrow's cowslips, as they run. 

Wild apple, thou art blushing into bloom ! 



SPRING. 7 

Thy leaves are Coming, snowy-blossom'd thorn ! 

Wake, buried lily ! spirit, quit thy tomb ? 

And thou, shade-loving hyacinth, be born ! 

Thcn, haste, sweet rose ! sweet woodbine, hymn the 

morn, 
Whose dew-drops shall illume with pearly light 
Each grassy blade that thick embattled Stands 
From sea to sea, while daisies infinite 
Uplift in praise their little glowing hands, 
CYer every hill that under heav'n expands. 



A SHADOVV. 

A poor afirighted worm, 

Where sky and mountain meet, 
I stood before the storm, 

And heard his strong heart beat. 
He drew his black brows down — 

My knees each other smote : 
The mountains feit his frown, 

His dark unutter'd thought 
The mountains, at his scowl, 

Pra/d mutely to the skies : 
He spoke, and shook my soul ; 

He scorch'd me with his eyes. 
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Alone, beneath the sky, 

I stood the storm before : 
No ! God, the Storm, and I — 

We trode the desertfloor; 
High on the mountain sod, 

The whirlwind's dwellingplace, 
The Worm, the Storm, and God 

Were present, face to face. 
From earth a shadow brake, 

E'en where my feet had trode ; 
The shadow laugh'd and spake 

And shook his hand at God. 
Then up it rear'd its head, 

Beneath the lightning's blaze ; 
" Omnipotent !" it said, 

" Bring back my yesterdays." 
God smiled the gloom away ; 

Wide earth and heav'n were bright ; 
In light my shadow lay, 

I stood with God in light ; 
With Him who wings the storm, 

Or bids the storm be still, 
The shadow of a worm 

Held converse on the hill. 



ANTICIPATION. 

Hail, Realm of gloom ! whose clouds are ice ! whose 
air 

Is made of thought-sick sighs ! 
Whose fields are dead men's dust, frora which despair 

Shrinks as he dies ! 
Though on thee, and within (sad Infinite !) 

Are darkness, death, and doom ; 
Beyond thee shines the sun of mind and might, 
The Power that made thee, God — hail, Holy Light ! 

I corae, I come. 



PRESTON MILLS. 

The day was fair, the cannon roar'd, 

Cold blew the bracing north, 
And Preston's Mills, by thousands, pour'd 

Their little captives forth. 

All in their best they paced the street, 

All glad that they were free ; 
And sung a song with voices sweet — 

They sung of Liberty 1 
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But from their lips the rose had fled. • 
Like " death-in-life " they smiled ; 

And still, as each pass'd by, I said, 
Alas ! is that a child ? 

Flags waved, and men — a ghastly crew — 
MarchM with them, side by side : 

VVhile, hand in hand, and two by two, 
They moved — a living tide. 

Thousands and thousands — all so white !- 
With eyes so glazed and dull ! 

() God ! it was indeed a sight 
Too sadly beautiful ! 

And, oh, the pang their voices gave • 

Refuses to depart ! 
This is a wailing for the grave ! 

I whisperM to my heart. 

It was as if, where roses blush'd, 

A sudden blasting gale, 
O'er fields of bloom had rudely rush'd, 

And turn'd the roses pale. 

It was as if, in glen and grove, 

The wild birds sadly sung ; 
And every linnet mourn'd its love, 

And every thrush its young. 



PRESTON MILLS. II 

It was as if, in dungeon gloom, 

Where chain'd despair reclined, 
A sound came from the living tomb, 

And hymn'd the passing wind. 

And while they sang, and though they smiled, 

My soul groan'd heavily — 
O who would be or have a child ? 

A mother who would be ? 



FAMINE IN A SLAVE SH1P. 

They stood on the deck of the slave-freighted 

barque, 
All hopeless, all dying, while waited the shark ; 
Sons, Fathers, and Mothers, who shriek'd as they 

press'd 
The infants that pined tili they died on the breast — 
A crowd of sad mourners, who sigh'd to the gale, 
While on all their dark faces the darkness grew pale. 

White deraons beheld them, with curse and with 

frown, 
And cursed them, from morn tili the darkness came 

down ; 
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And knew not compassion, but laugh'd at their 

prayV, 
When they called on their God, or wept loud in 

despair ; 
Till again rose the morn, and all hush'd was the wail, 
And on cheeks stark and cold the grim darkness was 

pale. 



Then the white heartless demons, with curse and with 

frown, 
Gave the dead to the deep, tili the darkness came 

down : 
But the angel who blasteth, unheard and unseen, 
Bade the tyrants lie low where their victims had 

been: 
And down dropp'd the waves, and stone-still hung 

the sail, 
And black sank the dead, while more pale grew the 

pale. 



Stern angel, how calmly his chosen he slew ! 
And soon the survivors were fearfully few ; 
For, wallkj o'er their heads the red firraament stood, 
And the sun saw his face in a mirror of blood ; 
Till they fed on each other, and drank of the sea, 
And wildly cursed God in their madness of glee 1 



F AMINE IN A SLAVE SHIP. 13 

What hand sweeps the stars from the cheek of the 

night? 
Who lifts up the sea in the wrath of his might ? 
Why, down from his glance, shrinks in horror the 

shark? 
Why stumbles o'er mountains the blind foodless 

barque? 
Lo, his lightning speaks out, from the growl of the 

gale! 
And shrieking she sinks — while the darkness turns 

pale! 



THE DYING BOY TO THE SLOE BLOSSOM. 

Before thy leaves thou com'st once more, 

White blossom of the sloe ! 
Thy leaves will come as heretofore ; 
But this poor heart, its troubles o'er, 

Will then lie low. 

A month at least before thy time 

Thou com'st, pale flower, to me ; 
For well thou know'st the frosty rime 
Will blast me ere my vernal prime, 

No more to be. 
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Why here in winter ? No storm lowers 

O'er Nature's silent shroud ! 
But blithe larks me,et the sunny showers, 
High o'er the doom'd untimely flowers 

In beauty bow*d. 

Sweet violets, in the budding grove, 
Peep where the glad waves run ; 
The wren below, the thrush above, 
Of bright to-morrow , s joy and love 
Sing to the sun. 

And where the rose-leaf, ever bold, 
Hears bees chant hymns to God, 
The breeze-bow'd palm, moss'd o'er with gold, 
Smiles on the well in summer cold, 
And daisied sod. 

But thou, pale blossom, thou art come, 

And flowers in winter blow, 
To teil me that the worm makes room 
For me, her brother, in the tomb, 

And thinks me slow. 

For as the rainbow of the dawn 

Foretells an eve of tears, 
A sunbeam on the sadden'd lawn 
I smile, and weep to be withdrawn 

In early years. 



THE DYING BOY TO THE SLOE BLOSSOM. 

Thy leaves will come ! but songful spring 

Will see no leaf of mine ; 
Her bells will ring, her bride's-maids sing, 
When my young leaves are withering 

Where no suns shine. 

might I breathe morn's dewy breath, 
When June's sweet Sabbaths chime ! 

But, thine before my time, O death ! 

1 go where no flower blossometh, 

Before my time. 

Even as the blushes of the morn 

Vanish, and long ere noon 
The dew-drop dieth on the thom, 
So fair I bloom'd ; and was I born 

To die as soon ? 

To love my mother and to die — 

To perish in my bloom ! 
Is this my sad brief history ? — 
A tear dropp'd from a mother's eye 

Into the tomb. 

He lived and loved — will sorrow say — 

By early sorrow tried ; 
He smiled, he sigh'd, he past away ; 
His life was but an April day — 

He loved and died ! 
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My mother smiles, then turns away, 

But turns away to weep : 
They whisper round me — what they say 
I need not hear, for in the clay 

I soon musjt sleep. 

Oh, love is sorrow ! sad it is 

To be both tried and true ; 
I ever trembled in my bliss ; 
Now there are farewells in a kiss — 

They sigh adieu. 

But woodbines flaunt when blue bells fade, 

Where Don reflects the skies ; 
And many a youth in Shire-clifPs shade 
Will ramble where my boyhood play*d, 
Though William dies. 

Then panting woods the breeze will feel, 

And bowers, as heretofore, 
Beneath their load of roses reel ; 
But I through woodbined lanes shall steal 

No more, no more. 

Well, lay me by my brother's side, 
Where late we stood and wept ; 

For I was stricken when he died — 

I feit the arrow as he sigh'd 
His last and slept 
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THE WONDERS OF THE LANE. 

Strong climber of the mountain's side, 

Though thou the vale disdain, 
Yet walk with me where hawthorns hide 

The wonders of the lane. 
High o'er the rushy Springs of Don 

The stormy gloom is rolTd ; 
The moorland hath not yet put on 

His purple, green, and gold. 
But here the titling* spreads his wing, 

Where dewy daisies gleam ; 
And here the sun-flowerf of the spring 

Burns bright in morning's beam. 
To mountain winds the famish'd fox 

Complains that Sol is slow 
O'er headlong steeps and gushing rocks 

His royal robe to throw. 
But here the lizard seeks the sun, 

Here coils in light the snake ; 
And here the fire-tuft J hath begun 

Its beauteous nest to make. 

• Tbc Hedge Sparrow. t The DandcHon. 

X Tbc GoldcD-Crestcd Wren. 
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O then, while hums the earliest bee 

Where verdure fires the piain, 
Walk thou with me, and stoop to see 

The glories of the lane ! 
For, oh, I love these banks of rock, 

This roof of sky and tree, 
These tufts, where sleeps the gloaming clock, 

And wakes the earliest bee ! 
As spirits from eternal day 

Look down on earth secure, 
Gaze thou, and wonder, and survey 

A world in miniature ! 
A world not scorn'd by Hirn who made 

Even weakness by his might ; 
But solemn in his depth of shade, 

And splendid in his light 
Light ! not alone on clouds afar 

O'er storm-loved mountains spread, 
Or widely teaching sun and star, 

Thy glorious thöughts are read ; 
Oh, no ! thou art a wondrous book 

To sky, and sea, and land— 
A page on which the angels look, 

Which insects understand ! 
And here, O Light ! minutely fair, 

Divinely piain and clear, 
Like splinters of a crystal hair, 

Thy bright small hand is here. 
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Yon drop-fed lake, six inches wide, 

Is Huron, girt with wood ; 
This driplet feeds Missouri's tide — 

And that Niagara's flood. 
What tidings from the Andes brings 

Yon line of liquid light, 
That down from heav*n in madness flings 

The blind foam of its might? 
Do I not hear his thunder roll — 

The roar that ne'er is still ? 
'Tis mute as death ! — but in my soul 

It roars, and ever will 
What forests tall of tiniest moss 

Clothe every little stone ! 
What pigmy oaks their foliage toss 

O'er pigmy Valleys lone ! 
With shade o'er shade, from ledge to ledge, 

Ambitious of the sky, 
They feather o'er the steepest edge 

Of mountains mushroom high. 

God of marvels ! who can teil 
What myriad living things 

On these grey stones unseen may dwell ; 
What nations, with their kings ? 

1 feel no shock, I hear no groan, 
While fate perchance o'erwhelms 

Empires on this subverted stone — 
A hundred ruin'd realms ! 

c 2 
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Lo ! in that dot, some mite, like me, 

Impell'd by woe or whim, 
May crawl some atoms cliffs to see — 

A tiny world to him ! 
Lo ! while he pauses, and admires 

The works of Nature's might, 
Spurn'd by my foot, his world expires, 

And all to him is night ! 
O God of terrors ! what are we ? — 

Poor insects, spark'd with thought ! 
Thy whisper, Lord, a word from thee 

Could smite us into nought ! 
But should'st thou wreck our father-land 

And mix it with the deep, 
Safe in the hollow of thine hand 

Thy little ones would sleep. 



:. o c 
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SLEEP. 

Sleep ! to the homeless, thou art homc ; 
The friendless find in thee a friend ; 
And well is he, where'er he roam, 
Who meets thee at his journe/s end 
Thy stillness is the planet* s speed ; 
Thy weakness is unmeasured might ; 
Sparks from the hoof of death's pale steed- 
Worlds flash and perish in thy sight 
The daring will to thee alone — 
The will and power are given to thee — 
To lift the veil of the unknown, 
The curtain of eternity — 
To look uncensured, though unbidden, 
On marvels from the seraph hidden ! 
Alone to be — where none have been ! 
Alone to see — what none have seen ! 
And to astonish'd reason teil 
The secrets of th' Unsearchable 1 
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THE FATAL BIRTH. ^ '■'■-* 

Foul parent of fair child, swollen Bread-tax ! Thou, 

On plunder*d commerce, didst beget Reform : 

We see a bright to-morrow on her brow, 

And make our hope thy nursling of the storm. 

But many a fangfed worm, and biped brüte, 

On whose dark heart the eye of love ne'er smiled, 

Would fain the promise of her morn refute. 

Die then, dread power ! and have no other child ; 

For it is written that thy second-born, 

If second-born thou have, will thunder-strike 

Temple and tower, of strength and splendour shorn 

By hands with famine lean ; and, Sampson-like, 

Shaking the pillars of the gold-roof d State, 

Whelm high, and low, and all, in one remorseless fate. 



EPIGRAM. 

"Come, at last?" said Horns to Eldon — 
" Better late than never : 
My Depute ! Thou long hast well done ; 
Keep my seals for ever," 
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TRANSPLANTED FLOWERS. 

Ye living gems of cold and fragrant fire ! 

Die ye for ever, when ye die, ye flowers ? 

Take ye, when in your beauty ye expire, 

An everlasting farewell of your bowers ? 

No more to listen for the wooing air, 

And song-brought morn, the cloud-tinged woodlands 

o'er! 
No more to June's soft lip your breasts to bare, 
And drink fond evening's dewy breath no more ! 
Soon fades the sweetest, first the fairest dies, 
For frail and fair are sisters ; but the heart, 
FilTd with deep love, death's power to kill denies, 
And sobs e'en o'er the dead, " We cannot part !" 
Have I not seen thee, Wild Rose, in my dreams, 
Like a pure spirit — beauteous as the skies, 
When the clear blue is brightest, and the streams 
Dance down the hüls, reflecting the rieh dyes 
Of morning clouds, and cistus woodbine-twined ? — 
Didst thou not wake me from a dream of death ? 
Yea, and thy voiee was sweeter than the wind 
Wien it inhales the love-sick violet's breath, 
Bending it down with kisses, where the bee 
Hums over golden gorse, and sunny broom. 
Soul of the Rose ! What saidst thou then to me ? 
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"We meet," thou saidst, "though severVi by the 

tomb: 
Lo, brother, this is heav'n ! And, thus the just sball 

bloom." 



SPENSERIAN. 

O'er Byron's dust our sorrows should be steel'd, 
Or sternly burn, as, burning slow, he died — 
Till one long groan from shuddering Greece reveal'd 
That fate had done her worst ; and o'er the tide 
Loud yelTd the Turk his triumph-howl of pride. 
Yet will they flow, these woman's drops ; for thou 
Didst die for woman, though her hand applied 
No gentle pressure to thy fever'd brow : 
O Byron, "thou, within, hadst that which passeth 
show ! " 



SPENSERIAN. 

Thou, Byron, wast — like him, the iron-crown'd — 
Thought-stricken, scorch'd, and " old in middle age." 
" All-naked feeling's " restless victims bound, 
111 could renown your secret pangs assuage. 
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Two names of glory in one deathless page ! 

Both unbeloved, both peerless, both exiTd, 

And prison'd both, though one could choose bis 

cage; 
Dying, he calFd, in vain, orv wife and child ; 
And in your living hearts, the worm was domiciled. 



HYMN, 

W11TTEN FOK THE ROTHERHAM POLlTICAL UNION, AND SUNG 
THERE ON THE CELEBRATION OF THE PASSING OF THE 
THREE REFORM BILLS. 

We thank Thee, Lord of earth and heav'n, 
For hope, and strength, and triumph given ! 
We thank Thee that the fight is won, 
Although our work is but begun. 

We met, we crush'd the evil powers ; 
A nobler task must now be ours — 
Their victims maim'd and poor to feed, 
And bind the bruised and broken reed. 

O let not Ruin's will be done, 
When Freedom's fight is fought and won ! 
The deed of Brougham, Russell, Grey, 
Outlives the night ! Lord, give us day ! 
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Grant time, grant patience, to renew, 
What England's foes and thine o'erthrew ;— 
If they destro/d, let us restore, 
And say to Misery, mourn no more. 

Lord, let the human storm be still'd ! 
Lord, let the million mouths be filTd ! 
Let labour cease to toil in vain ! 
Let England be herseif again ! 

* 

Then shall this land her arms Stretch forth, 
To bless the East, and tarne the North ; 
On tyrants' hearths wake buried souls, 
And call to life the murder'd Poles. 

Sing, Britons, sing ! The sound shall go 
Wherever Freedom flnds a foe : 
This day a trumpet's voice is blown 
O'er every despot's heart and throne. 
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THE EXCURSION. 

Bone-weary, many-childed, trouble-tried ! 
Wife of my bosom, wedded to my soul ! 
Mother of nine that live, and two that died ! 
This day, drink health from Nature's mountain 

bowl; 
Nay, why lament the doom which mocks control ? 
The buried are not lost, but gone before. 
Then, dry thy tears, and see the river roll 
0*er rocks, that crown'd yon time-dark heights of 

yore, 
Now, tyrant-like, dethroned, to crush the weak no 

more. 

The young are with us yet, and we with them : 
O thank the Lord for all He gives or takes — 
The wither*d bud, the living flower, or gern ! 
And He will bless us when the world forsakes ! 
Lo ! where thy fisher-born, abstracted, takes, 
With his fix'd eyes, the trout he cannot see ! 
Lo, starting from his earnest dream, he wakes ! 
While our glad Fanny, with raised foot and knee, 
Bears down at Noe's side, the bloom-bow'd hawthorn 
tree. 
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Dear children ! when the flowers are füll of bees ; 
When sun-touch'd blossoms shed their fragrant 

snow; 
When song speaks like a spirit, from the trees 
Whose kindled greenness hath a golden glow ; 
When, clear as music, rill and river flow, 
With trembling hues, all changeful, tinted o'er 
By that bright pencil which good spirits know 
Alike in earth and heaven — 'tis sweet, once more, 
Above the sky-tinged hüls to see the storm-bird 

soar. 

Tis passing sweet to wander, free as air, 
Blythe truants in the bright and breeze-bless'd day, 
Far from the town — where stoop the sons of care 
O'er plans of mischief, tili their souls turn grey, 
And dry as dust, and dead-alive are they — 
Of all self-buried things the most unbless'd : 
O Morn ! to them no blissful tribute pay ! 
O Night's long-courted slumbers ! bring no rest 
To men who laud man's foes, and deem the basest 
bestl 

God ! would they handcuff Thee ? and, if they 

could 
Chain the free air, that, like the daisy, goes 
To every field ; and bid the warbiing wood 
Exchange no music with the willing rose 
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For love-sweet odours, where the woodbine blows 
And trades with every cloud, and every beam 
Of the rieh sky ! Their gods are bonds and blows, 
Rocks, and blind shipwreck; and they hate the 

stream 
That leaves them still behind, and mocks their 

changeless dream. 



They know ye not, ye flowers that welcome me, 
Thus glad to meet, by trouble parted long ! 
They never saw ye — never may they see 
Your dewy beauty, when the throstle's song 
Floweth like starlight, gentle, calm, and strong ! 
Still, Avance, starve their souls ! still, lowest Pride, 
Make them the meanest of the basest throng ! 
And may they never, on the green hilTs side, 
Embrace a chosen flower, and love it as a bride ! 



Blue Eyebright ! * loveliest flower of all that grow 
In flower-loved England ! Flower, whose hedge-side 

gaze 
Is like an infant's ! What heart doth not know 
Thee, clusteiM smiler of the bank ! where plays 
The sunbeam with the emerald snake, and strays 

• The Gcrmander Speedwcll. 
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The dazzling rill, companion of the road 
Which the lone bard most loveth, in the days 
When hope and love are young ? O come abroad, 
Blue Eyebright ! and this rill shall woo thee with an 
ode. 



Awake, blue Eyebright ! while the.singing wave 
Its cold, bright, beauteous, soothing tribute drops 
From many a grey rock's foot, and dripping cave ; 
While yonder, lo, the starting stone-chat hops ! 
While here the cotter's cow its sweet food crops ; 
While black-faced ewes and lambs are bleating there ; 
And, bursting through the briers, the wild ass stops — 
Kicks at the strangers — then turns round to stare — 
Then lowers his large red ears and shakes his long 
dark hair. 
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SONG. 

What ! canst thou smile, thou heart of ice ? 
Thou ! who woulcTst basely sacrifice, 
To pet thy meanest prejudice, 
The holiest hopes of man ? 

Or dost thou sneer, in rage and fear, 
Because the hated day is near, 
When gods like thee mnst disappear, 
Or have no worshippers ! 

Well, smile or sneer, and worship still 
Old fraud's supremacy of ill ; 
But bow not unto Dagon's will 
The hearts of honest men. 

Thy slave-adored Abaddon's name 
May none but Ups like thine proclaim ! 
And ignominious be thy fame, 
Even as thy virtues are ! 
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SPENSERIAN. 

Even here, on earth, not altogether fade 
The good and vile. Men, in their words and deeds, 
Live when the hand and heart in earth are laid ; 
For thoughts are things, and written thoughts are 

seeds — 
Our very dust buds forth in flowers or weeds. 
Then let me write for immortality 
One honest song, uncramp'd by forms or creeds, 
That men unborn may read my times and me, 
Taught by my living words, when I shall cease to be. 



MAY. 

Shade-loving Hyacinth ! thou com'st again ; 
And thy rieh odours seem to swell the flow 
Of the lark's song, the readbreast's lonely strain, 
And the stream's tune — best sung where wild-flowers 

blow, 
And ever sweetest where the sweetest grow. 
Who hath Condensed, O broom ! in thy bright flowers 
The light of mid-day suns ? What virgin's cheek 
Can match this apple bloom — these glowing showers 
Of glistering daisies ? How their blushes speak 
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Of rosy hues that red o'er ocean break, 

When doudy morn is calm, yet fain to weep, 

Because the beautful are still the frail ! 

Hark ! 'tis the thrush ! — he sings beneath the steep, 

Where coolness ever charms the fountain'd vale ! 

How eloquendy well he teils his tale, 

That love is yet on earth, and yet will be, 

Though virtue struggles, and seems born to fail, 

Because falPn man, who might be great and free, 

Toils for the wolf, and bribes iniquity. 

Thou are not false, sweet bird ! thou dost not keep 

The word of promise to our ear alone, 

And break it to our hearts ! Maids do not weep 

Because thou feign'st ; for thee no victims groan ; 

Thy voice is truth, and love is all thy own. 

Then, for thy sake, I will not loathe man's face ; 

Will not believe that virtues are veil'd sins ; 

That bounty may be mean, and kindness base ; 

That fortune plays the game which wisdom wins ; 

That human worth still ends where it begins. 

Though man were wholly false, though hope were 

none 
Of late redemption from his sin-made woes, 
Yet would I trust in God and goodness. On 
From sun to sun the stream of mercy flows ; 
And still on hurable graves the little daisy grows. 



VOL. II. 
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THE POLISH FUGITIVES. 

WRITTEN FOR THE HÜLL POLISH RECORD. 

The day went down in fire, 
The burning ocean o'er — 

A son and grey-hair'd sire 
Walk'd silent, on the shore. 

They walk'd, worn gaunt with cares, 
Where land and billow meet — 

And of that land was theirs 
The dust upon their feet. 

Yet they, erewhile, had lands 
Which plenteous harvests bore ; 
*■* But, spoiPd by Russian hands, 
Their own was theirs no more. 

They came to cross the foam, 
And seek, beyond the deep, 

A happier, safer home — 
A land where sowers reap. 

Yet, while the playful gold 
Laugh'd into purply green 

The crimson clouds that rolPd 
The sea and sky between, 



THE POLISH FUGITIVES. 

The youth his brow upraised 
From thoughts of deepest woe, 

And on the ocean gazed, 
Like one who fronts a foe. 

The sire was calm and mild, 
And brightly shone his eye ; — 

How like a stately child, 
He look'd on sea and sky ! 

But on his son's lean cheek, 
And in his hands, grasp'd hard, 

A heart, that scorn'd to break, 
With dreadful feelings warr'd. 

For he had left behind 
A wife, who dungeon'd lay ; 

And loath'd the mournful wind, 
That sobb'd — Away, away ! 

Five boys and girls had he : 

In fetters pined they all ; 
And when he saw the sea, 

On him he heard them call. 

Oh, fiercely he dash'd down 

The tear — that came, at length — 

Then, almost with a frown. 
He pray'd to God for strength. 

I) 2 
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" Hold up ! " the father cried, 

" If Poland cannot thrive, 
The mother o'er the tide, 

May follow with her^for. 

" But Poland yet shall fling 

Dismay on Poland's foes, 
As when the Wizard King • 

Avenged her ancient woes. 

" For soon her cause will be 
Roused Europe's battle ciy ; 

* To perish or be free ! 
To conquer or to die ! ' " 

His hands clasp'd o'er his head, 

The son look'd up for aid ; 
" So be it, Lord ! " he said, 

And still look'd up, and pra/d, 

Till from his eyes, like rain, 
When first the black clouds growl, 

The agony of pain, 

In tears, gush'd from his soul. 

* The name which the Turks, in their superstitious dread, gave 
to the great Sobieski. 
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SPENSERIAN. 

I saw a horrid thing of many names, 

And many shapes. Some call'd it wealth, some 

power, 
Some grandeur. From its heart it shot black flames, 
That scorch'd the souls of millions, hour by hour ; 
And its proud eyes rain'd everywhere a shower 
Of hopeless life, and helpless misery ; 
For, spoused to fraud, destruction was its dower ! 
But its cold brightness could not hide from rae 
The parent base of crime, the nurse of poverty ! 



SPENSERIAN. 

The marble forms of mortals half divine 
Yield silently the impress grand of mind 
To time and ruin : long the weitering brine, 
With heaven's red bolt and reinless blast combined, 
Assails the rock in vain : even in the wind, 
Slow burns the mighty oak, the forest-king, 
Majestic still : so, lofty souls, declined 
From their high deeds, a careless mantle fling 
O'er cureless wounds, and smile — though life is 
withering. 
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SPENSERIAN. 

A tear for thee? Not, Byron, if thy name 
Shall be a watchword to unchain the slave, 
Rolling o'er tyrants' hearts like thundering flame, 
And kindling, as with soul, th* embattled wave ; 
Till conquering Freedom, on their briny grave, 
Find Greeks like those who died at Salamis. 
Arise, and equal them, ye modern brave ! 
Let past and future ages yield to this ! 
And be your names a spell, as Byron's was and is. 



SPENSERIAN. 

A tear for Byron ? Weakness mourns the weak, 
And Beauty dies in weeping Love's embrace, 
And common frailties common sorrows seek. 
But Scourger of the scourgers of thy race ! 
Thou aw'st me so, that to thy resting-place 
I bring stern feelings, not unmix'd with fear. 
Standing before the fear*d of all the base, 
I, who oft wept thee, cannot weep thee here, 
Bard of the broken heart, high soul, and burning 
tear ! 
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COME AND GONE. 

The silent moonbeams on the drifted snow 

Shine cold, and pale, and blue, 
While through the cottage-door the yule log's glow 
Casts on the iced oak's trunk and grey rock's brow 

A ruddy hue. 

The red ray and the blue, distinct and fair, 

Like happy groom and bride, 
With azured green, and emerald-orange glare, 
Gilding the icicles from branches bare, 

Lie side by side. 

The door is open, and the fire bums bright, 

And Hannah, at the door 
Stands — through the clear, cold, moon'd, and starry 

night, 
Gazing intently towards the scarce-seen height, 

O'er the white moor. 

Tis Christmas eve ! and, from the distant town, 

Her pale apprenticed son 
Will to his heart-sick mother hasten down, 
And snatch his hour of annual transport — flown 

Ere well begun. 
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The Holy Book unread upon his knee, 

Old Alfred watcheth calm ; 
Till Edwin comes, no solemn prayer prays he; 
Till Edwin comes, the text he cannot see, 

Nor chant the psalm. 

And comes he not ? Yea, from the wind-swept hill 

The cottage-fire he sees ; 
While of the past remembrance drinks her fill, 
Crops childhood's flowers, and bids the unfrozen rill 

Shine through green trees. 

In thought, he hears the bee hum o'er the moor ; 

In thought, the sheep-bo/s call ; 
In thought, he meets his mother at the door ; 
In thought, he hears his father, old and poor, 

" Thank God for all." 

His sister he beholds, who died when he, 

In London bound, wept o'er 
Her last sad letter ; vain her prayer to see 
Poor Edwin yet again : — he ne'er will be 

Her playmate more ! 

No more with her will hear the bittern boom 

At evening's dewy close ! 
No more with her will wander where the broom 
Contends in beauty with the hawthorn bloom 

And budding rose ! 
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Oh, love is strength ! love, with divine control, 

Recalls us when we roara ! 
In living light it bids the dimmed eye roll, 
And gives a dove's wing to the fainting soul, 

And bears it home. 

Home ! — that sweet word hath turn'd his pale lip red, 

Relumed his fireless eye ; 
Again the morning o'er his cheek is spread ; 
The early rose that seem'd for ever dead, 

Returns to die. 

Home ! home ! — Behold the cottage of the moor, 

That hears the sheep-boy's call ! 
And Hannah meets him at the open door 
With faint fond scream ; and Alfred, old and poor, 

" Thanks God for all ! " 

His lip is on his mother's ; to her breast 

She clasps him, heart to heart ; 
His hands between his father's hands are press'd ; 
They sob with joy, caressing and caress'd : 

How soon to part ! 

\Vhy should they know that thou so soon, O Death ! 

Wilt pluck him, like a weed ? 
Why fear consumption in his quick-drawn breath ? 
Why dread the hectic flower, which blossometh 

That worms may feed ? 
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They talk of other days, when, like the birds, 

He culFd the wild flower's bloom, 
And roam'd the moorland, with the houseless herds ; 
They talk of Jane's sad prayer, and her last words, 

" Is Edwin come ? " 

He wept But still, almost tili morning beam'd, 

They talk'd of Jane — then slept 
But, though he slept, his eyes, half open, gleam'd ; 
For still of dying Jane her brother dream'd, 

And, {ireaming, wept 

At mid-day he arose, in tears, and sought 

The churchyard where she lies. 
He found her name beneath the snow-wreath 

wrought ; 
Then, from her grave, a knot of grass he brought, 

With tears and sighs. 

The hour of parting came, when feelings deep 

In the heart's depth awake. 
To his sad mother, pausing oft to weep, 
He gave a token, which he bade her keep 

For Edwin's sake. 

It was a grassy sprig, and auburn tress, 

Together twined and tied. 
He left them, then, for ever ! could they less 
Than bless and love that type of tenderness ? — 

Childless they died ! 
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Long in their hearts a cherish'd thought they wore ; 

And tili their latest breath, 
Bless'd hira, and kiss'd his last gift o'er and o'er ; 
But they beheld their Edwin's face no more 

In life or death ! 

• 

For where the upheaved sea of trouble foams, 

And sorrow's billows rave, 
Men, in the wilderness of myriad homes, 
Far from the desert, where the wild flock roams, 

Dug Edwin's grave. 



A THUNDER STORM IN WINTER. 

He spake to eye and ear ! and, like a tree 
Rooted in heaven, shot down the branchy flame, 
While the blue raoonlight vanish'd suddenly. 
Brighter than light on snow, the brightness came, 
Filling the vales with forests of stränge fire, 
The streams with blood ; and flinging o'er the cloud 
Banners of crimson, laced with silver wire. 
Down to mute earth the giant darkness bow'd, 
Giving the hill immeasurable height, 
That propp'd the sky ; then changed the troubled form, 
While from his bosora feil the headlong weight 
Of volle/d hail ; and, whispering through the storm, 
The thunderer spake again : " What fear'st thou ? 
Live, poor worm ! " 
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PROLOGUE TO THE CORN-LAW RHYMES. 

For thee, my country, thee, do I perform, 
Sternly, the duty of a man born free, 
Heedless, though ass, and wolf, and venomous worm, 
Shake ears and fangs, with brandish'd bray, at me ; 
Alone as Crusoe on the hostile sea, 
For thee, for us, for ours, do I upraise 
The Standard of my song ! for thine and mine 
I toll the knell of Englands better days ; 
And lift my hated voice that mine and thine 
May undegrade the human form divine. 
Perchance that voice, if heard, is heard too late : 
The buried dust of Tyre may wake, and sway 
Reconquer'd seas ; but what shall renovate 
The dead-alive, who dread no judgment-day ? 
Souls, whom the lust of gold hath turn'd to clay ? 
And what but scorn and slander will reward 
The rabble's poet, and his honest song ? 
Gambler for blanks ! thou pla/st an idiot's card ; 
For, sure to fall, the weak attack the strong : 
Ay, but what strength is theirs, whose might is based 
on wrong ? 
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FROM GOETHE. 

How like a stithy is this land ! 

And we lie on it like good metal 
Long hammer'd by a senseless hand ! 

But will such thumping make a kettle ? 



CANNING. 

He rose — a veteran proud of honest scars ; 
He stood^-a bard, with lightning in his look ; 
He spoke — Apollo had the voice of Mars : 
His frown all hope from phalanx'd faction took, 
While flash'd his satire, like a falchion bared, 
On all who meanly thought, or basely dared. 
He spoke, and died. And therefore must the sky 
Return to sunless, moonless, starless night ? 
And therefore must the hopes of commerce fly 
To climes unsatrapp'd ? O departing light, 
linger awhile ! thy loveliness is might, 
And youth, and glory. Earth, from east to west, 
Uplift thy multudinous hands in prayer 1 
I-augh, stormy Russ ! to thee the worst is best 
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Shout, foes of Man ! the scourge and rack prepare ! 

But, Erin, there is hope in thy despair. 

And, Freedom ! faint not thou, though Canning dies. 

Weak is the State, and tottering to its fall, 

That on one mind for strength and life relies ; 

That State should be an omen unto all 

Who stand not self-supported, and appal 

E'en tyrants, blindly digging their own graves. 

But Freedom's hope, when other hope is none, 

Calm, or perturb'd, remains ; like winds and waves, 

Alike surviving battles lost or won ; 

More deathless than the dust of Marathon. 



FOREST WORSHIP. 

Within the sun-lit forest, 

Our roof the bright blue sky, 
Where fountains flow, and wild flowers blow, 

We lift our hearts on high : 
Beneath the frown of wicked men 

Our countr/s strength is bowing ; 
But, thanks to God ! they can't prevent 

The lone wildfldwers from blowing ! 
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High, high above the tree-tops, 

The lark is soaring free ; 
Where streams the light through broken clouds 

His speckled breast I see : 
Beneath the might of wicked men 

The poor man's worth is dying ; 
But, thank'd be God ! in spite of them, 

The lark still warbles flying ! 



The preacher prays, " Lord, bless us ! " 

" Ix>rd, bless us ! " echo cries ; 
" Amen ! " the breezes raurmur low ; 

" Amen ! " the rill replies : 
The ceaseless toil of woe-worn hearts 

The proud with pangs are paying ; 
But here, O God of earth and heaven ! 

The humble heart is praying ? 



How softly, in the pauses 

Of song, re-echoed wide, 
The cushat's coo, the linnet's lay, 

O'er rill and river glide ! 
With evil deeds of evil men 

Th* affrighted land is ringing ; 
But still, O Lord ! the pious heart 

And soul-toned voice are singing ! 



T 
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Hush ! hush ! the preacher preacheth : 

" Woe to the oppressor, woe ! " 
But sudden gloora o'ercasts the sun 

And sadden'd flowers below : 
So frowns the Lord ! — but, tyrants, ye 

Deride his indignation, 
And see not in his gatheiM brow 

Your days of tribulation ! 

Speak low, thou heaven-paid teacher ! 

The tempest bursts above : 
God whispers in the thunder : hear 

The terrors of his love ! 
On useful hands, and honest hearts, 

The base their wrath are wreaking ; 
But, thank'd be God ! they can't prevent 

The storm of heav'n from speaking. 



A SONG IN EXILE. 

Yes, with groans my lyre is strung ; 
Tears, from Poland's min wrung, 
Flow in music from my tongue, 

Poland's tears and Liberty's. 
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England saw our setting sun 1 
Britons ! was it wisely done ? 
You gave Warsaw to the Hun ! 

Why not London, Englishman ? 

Lo ! while Russia's iron tread, 
Where we feil or whence we fled, 
Shakes the dust of Poland's dead ! 
Europe trembles guiltily ! 

Tyiant ! twice we overthrew 
Hordes of thine, to tyrants true ! 
Twice we smote and twice we slew, 

Recreant France ! thy conquerors. 

Yet, with us was Europe sold ; 
Gaul's delay, and England's gold, 
Frighted France and Britain cold, 

Bribed the Goth to purchase her. 

Poland feil — and they may fall, 
Crush'd on Freedom's funeral pall ; 
But the Lord is Lord of all ; 

Thou, O Father, tremblest not ! 

Hopeless, homeless, do we roam ? 
Be Revenge our hope and home ! 
Thoughts that quench, in gory foam, 
Moscow's fiery funeral ! 

VOL. II. E 
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By Polonia's gory sod ! 
Dig thou wide, Polonia's God, 
Dig thou deep, where freemen trod, 
Russia's grave and Tyrann/s. 



ON AN ORIGINAL SKETCH, 

DRAWN WITH A PENCIL ON A WALL, BY MY SON FRANCIS. 

I saw a head, a young but lifeless face — 

On its dark hair, and two white wings, reposed, 

As on a pillow. Tears had left their trace 

Down each sad cheek; beneath dim eyes half- 

closed, 
The calm lips smiled ; and like a sky arose, 
Amid thick curls, the forehead domed for thought. 
It lay, as if the soul — though worn with woes, 
And bathed in parting tears — serenely sought 
For strength in sleep, before it wing'd its flight 
From darkness, doubt, and dust, to dwell with God. 

in light. 
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SONG. 

They sold the chairs, they took the bed, arid went ; 
' A fiend's look after them the husband sent ; 

His thin wife held him faintly, but in vain ; 
' She saw the alehouse in his scowl of pain. 

Upon her pregnant womb her hand she laid, 

Then stabb'd her living child ! and shriek'd, dis- 

may'd — 
" Oh, why had I a mother ! " wildly said 
Thal saddest mother, gazing on the dead. 

■ Slowly she turn'd, and sought the silent room — 
Her last-born child's lone dwellingplace and tomb ! 
Because they could not purchase earth and prayer, 

• 

The dear dead boy had long lain coffin'd there ! 

But that boy hath a sister — where is she ? 
Dying, where none a chenib fall'n may see : — 
44 Mother ! O come ! " she sobs, with stifled groan, 
In that blest isle, where pity turns to stone. 

Bdöre the judge, the childless stood amazed, 

With none to say, " My Lord ! the wretch is crazed. " 

Crowds saw her perish, but all eyes were dry ; 

■ iJrunk, in the crowd, her husband saw hör die ! 

E 2 
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Around the murderer's wrists they lock the chain 
What, tyrant ? whom hath Rapine's victim slain ? 
The widow, hunger-stung and sorrow-bent, 
Who ask'd, with tears, her lodger's weekly rent ! 

O Wholesale Dealers in waste, want, and war ! 
Would that your deeds were written ! — and they are ! 
Written and graved, on minds and hearts oppress'd ; 
Stamp'd deep, and blood-burnt-in, o'er realms un- 
bless'd ! 



TO THE BRAMBLE FLOWER. 

Thy fruit full-well the schoolboy knows, 

Wild bramble of the brake ! 
So, put thou forth thy small white rose ; 

I love it for his sake. 
Though woodbines flaunt and roses glow 

O'er all the fragrant bowers, 
Thou needst not be ashamed to shöw 

Thy satin-threaded flowers ; 
For dull the eye, the heart is dull, 

That cannot feel how fair, 
Amid all beauty beautiful, 

Thy tender blossoms are ! 
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How delicate thy gauzy frill ! 

How rieh thy branchy stem ! 
How soft thy voiee, when woods are still, 

And thou sinkst hymns to them ; 
While silent showers are falling slow 

And, 'mid the general hush, 
A sweet air lifts the little bough, 

Lone whispering through the bush ! 
The primrose to the grave is gone ; 

The hawthom flower is dead ; 
The violet by the moss'd grey stone 

Hath laid her weary head ; 
But thou, wild bramble ! back dost bring, 

In all their beauteous power, 
The fresh green days of life's fair spring, 

And boyhood's blossomy hour. 
Scorn'd bramble of the brake ! once more 

Thou bid'st me be a boy, 
To gad with thee the woodlands o'er, 

In freedom and in joy. 
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SPENSERIAN. 



All unmatch'd Shakspeare, and the blind old Man 
Of London, hymn in every land and clime 
Our couritr/s praise, while many an artisan 
Spins for her glory school-taught lays sublime. 
Them in her bosom, be they blank or rhyme, 
Oblivious spirits gently will inter. 
But three unborrow'd strains will to all time 
Give honour, glory, highest laud to her — 
Thalaba ! Peter Bell ! the Ancient Mariner ! 



THOMAS. 

Thou art not dead, my son ! my son ! 

But God hath hence removed thee : 
Thou canst not die, my buried boy, 

While lives the sire who loved thee. 
How canst thou die, while weeps for thee 

The broken heart that bore thee ; 
And e'en the thought that thou are not 

Can to her soul restore thee ? 
Will grief forget thy willingness 

To run before thy duty ? 
The love of all the good and true, 

That fiird thine eyes with beauty ? 
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Thy pitying grace, thy dear request, 

When others had orTended, 
That made thee look as angels look, 

When great good deeds are ended ? 
The strength with which thy soul sustain'd 

Thy woes and daily wasting ? 
Thy prayer, to stay with us, when sure 

That thou from us wast hasting ? 
And that last smile, which seem'd to say — 

" Why cannot ye restore me ? " 
Thy look'd farewell is in my heart, 

And brings thee still before me. 
What though the change, the fearful change, 

From thought, which left thee never, 
To unremembering ice and clay, 

Proclaim thee gone for ever ? 
Thy half-closed lids, thy upturn'd eyes, 

Thy still and lifeless tresses ; 
Thy marble lip, which moves no more, 

Yet more than grief expresses ; v 

The silence of thy cofmVd snow, 

By awed remembrance cherish'd ; 
These dwell with me, like gather'd flowers 

That in their April perish'd. 
Thou art not gone, thou canst not go 

My bud, my blasted blossom ! 
The pale rose of thy faded face 

Still withers in my bosom. 
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O Mystery of Mysteries, 

That took'st my poor boy from me ! 
What art thou, Death ? all-dreaded Death ! 

If weakness can o'ercome thee ? 
We hear thee not ! we see thee not, 

E'en when thy arrows wound us ; 
But, viewless, printless, echoless, 

Thy steps are ever round us. 
Though more than life a mystery 

Art thou, the undeceiver, 
Amid thy trembling worshippers 

Thou seest no true believer. 
No ! — but for life, and more than life, 

No fearful search could find thee : 
Tremendous shadow ! who is He 

That ever Stands behind thee ? 
The Power who bids the worm deny 

The beam that o'er her blazes, 
And veils from us the hoher light 

On which the seraph gazes, 
Where burns the throne of Hirn, whose name 

The sunbeams here write faintly ; 
And where my child a stranger Stands 

Amid the blest and saintly, 
And sobs aloud — while in his eyes 

The tears, o'erflowing, gather — 
" They come not yet . — until they come, 

Heav'n is not Heav'n, my Father ! 
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Why come they not ? why comes not she 
From whom thy will removes me ? 

does she love me — love me still ? 
I know my mother loves me ! 

Then send her soon ! and with her send 

The brethren of my bosom ! 
My sisters too ! Lord, let them all 

Bloom round the parted blossom ! 
The only pang I could not bear 

Was leaving them behind me : 

1 cannot bear it Even in heaven 
The tears of parting blind me ! " 



BIGOTRY. 

When calm minds strongly shoot into the night 
Their shafts of lightning, no roused hamlet screams ; 
But darkness dies, pierced through and through with 

light, 
That casts in silence round its useful beams. 
Not so, when Zealots twang into the dark, 
Flight after flight, their mischief-whizzing spears ; 
Though, thunder-wing'd, they hit or miss the mark, 
They never fall to fire their own long ears, 
Which blaze with splendour not to be endured, 
Kxcept by them whose barns and corn-ricks are insured. 
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DON AND ROTHER. 

Again we meet, where often we have met, 

Dear Rother ! native Don ! 
We meet again, to talk, with vain regret, 
Of deedless aims ! and years remember'd yet — 

The past and gone 1 

We meet again — perchance to meet no more ! 

O Rivers of the heart ! 
I hear a voice, unvoyaged billows o'er, 
Which bids me hasten to their pathless shore, 

And cries, " Depart ! " 

" Depart ! " it cries. " Why linger on the stage 

Where virtues are veird crimes ? 
Have I not read thee, even from youth to age ? 
Thou blotted book, with only one bright page ! 

Thy honest rhymes ! 

" Depart, pale Drone ! What fruit-producing flower 

Hast thou reaiM on the piain ? 
What useful moments count'st thou in thine hour ? 
What victim hast thou snatch'd from cruel power ? 

What tyrant slain ? " 
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I will obey the power whom all obey. 

Yes, Rivers of the heart ! 
Cer that blind deep, where morning casts no ray 
To cheer the oarless wanderer on his way, 

I will depart 

But first, O Rivers of my childhood ! first 

My soul shall talk with you ; 
For on your banks my infant thoughts were nursed ; 
Here rrom the bud the spirit's petals burst, 

When life was new. 

Before my fingers learn'd to play with flowers, 

My feet through flowers to stray ; 
Ere my tongue lisp'd, amid your dewy bowers, 
Its first glad hymn to Merc/s sunny showers, 

And air, and day ; 

When, in my mother's arms, an infant frail, 

Along your windings borne, 
My blue eye caught your glimmer in the vale, 
Where halcyons darted o'er your willows pale, 

On wings like morn. 

Ye saw my feelings round that mother grow, 

Like green leaves round the root ! 
Then thought, with danger came, and flower'd like woe ! 
But deeds, the fervent deeds that blush and glow, 

Are Virtue's fruit 
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From infancy to youth ; from schoolboy days, 

When life with stones and flowers 
Sports, like the stream that with the sunbeam plays 
Till age counts fearfully his number'd days — 

We waste our powers. 

What doth the man but what the child hath done? 

We live, we talk, we move ! 
The best of all who prate beneath the sun ; 
The praised of all who smile, and talk, and run ; 

But live and love. 

And if the best are like the useless gern 

That shines in idle State ; 
Heavy, on those who crush the useful stem — 
Heavy will fall the hand of God on them 

Who live and hate ! 

Who bruise the weak, but bind no broken reed ; 

Who know not ruth nor shame ; 
Who, flowerless, ban the flower, to plant the weed ; 
And curse the toiling worms on whom they feed, 

In God's great name ! 

Can I not crush them ? No. Then, warning voice, 

Teach me to welcome thee ! 
I cannot crush them. Let me then rejoice 
Because thou call'st ; and make my fate my choice — 

Bound and yet free. 
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Is it not love, to loathe the loveless ? Yea, 

Tis love like God's to man ! 
The love of angels for their God ! — Away ! 
Such love alone repayeth those who pay — 

No other can. 

They love not God, who do not hate man's foes, 

With hatred — not like mine — 
But deep as Hell and blacker. To loathe those 
Who blast the hope of freedom as it blows, 

Is love divine. 

Ah ! many a blossom of the holy tree 

Hath blossom'd but to fade ! 
Poland ! the tears of nations flow for thee ! 
Thy bud of late redemption, Italy, 

In dust is laid ! 

But hath no hope cheer'd man's despair since first 

I trod thy margin, Don ? 
Yea, mighty links of evil's chain are burst ; 
And they who curse, and will not bless, accursed 

Fall, one by one. 

Though Poland bleeds where Kosciusko died, 

Hark ! truth-taught millions say, 
To thrones, crime-sceptred, " Lo, you are defied ! " 
And, at my birth, Redemption's angel cried, 

" America ! " 
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Then, Rivers, teil my mother earth, I cojne 

To slumber on her breast ! 
For, lo, my drooping thoughts refuse to bloom ! 
My spirit shakes its fejters. I crave roora 

For rest, for rest. 



FUNERAL HYMN. 

Father ! our brother's course is run, 
And we bring home thy weary son ; 
No more he toils, no more he weeps ; 
And shall we möurn because he sleeps ? 

He thank'd Thee, God of earth and sky, 
For all that creep, and all that fly ; 
For weeds, that silent anthems raise, 
And thoughts, that make their silence praise. 

For every thorn and every flower ! 
For conquering Right and baffled Power ; 
For all the meek and all the proud, 
He thank'd the Lord of sun and cloud. 

For soul to feel and sight to see, 
In all thy works, but types of Thee ; 
For all thy works, and for thy word, 
In life and death, he thank'd Thee, Lord. 



FUNERAL HYMN. 63 

He thank'd Thee too for struggles long ; 
For storms, that make the feeble strong ; 
For every pang thy goodness gave ; 
For hope defenM — and for the grave. 

Oh, welcome in the morn, the road 
That climbs to virtue's high abode ! 
But when descends the evening dew, 
The inn of rest is welcome too. 

Thou sayst to man, " Arise, and run 
Thy glorious course, like yonder sun ! " 
But when thy children need repose, 
Their Father's hand the curtain draws. 

What though with eyes that yet can weep, 
The sinner trembles into sleep ? 
Thou know*st he yet shall wake and rise 
To gaze on Merc/s brightest skies. 

The fearful child, though still caress'd, 
Will tremble on his mother's breast, 
But he, she knows, is safe from ill, 
Though, watch'd by love, he trembles still. 

Lord ! when our brother wakes, may they, 
Who watch beneath thy footstool, say, 
" Another wanderer is forgiven ! 
Another child is born in heav'n ! " 
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FLOWERS FOR THE HEART. 

Flowers ! winter flowers ! — the child is dead, 

The mother cannot speak : 
O softly couch his little head, 

Or Mar/s heart will break ! 
Amid those curls of flaxen hair 

This pale pink ribbon twine, 
And on the little bosom there 

Place this wan lock of mine. 
How lrke a form in cold white stone, 

The coffuVd infant lies ! 
Look, Mother, on thy little one ! 

And tears will fill thine eyes. 
She cannot weep — more faint she grows, 

More deadly pale and still : 
Flowers ! oh, a flower ! a winter rose, 

That tiny hand to filL 
Go, search the fields ! the liehen wet 

Bends o'er th 1 unfailing well ; 
Beneath the furrow lingers yet 

The scarlet pimpernel. 
Peeps not a snowdrop in the bower, 

Where never froze the spring ? 
A daisy ? Ah ! bring childhood's flower ! 

The half-blown daisy bring ! 
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Yes, lay the daisy's little head 

Beside the little cheek ; 
O haste ! the last of five is dead ! 

The childless cannot speak ! 



TO FANNY. 

Britoness ! angels love in thee 

Angelic truth and piety ; 

But angels do not bow the knee 

To God-defying homicides. 

For others* woes thy bosom bleeds ; 
Deep is thy hate of hateful deeds ; 
But why of words, and forms, and creeds, 
O why art thou the homager? 

Does tme religion war on mind ? 
Is pure religion deaf and blind? 
They best serve God, who serve mankind ; 
Christ bade us feed his little ones. 

O then contemn the base and cold ! 
Say to thy sons, " Be just and bold, 
Unawed by power, unbribed by gold ! " 
Britoness ! this is piety. 
vol. 11. y 
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Thou bid'st me scorn this world of care ; 
" For better worlds," thou sa/st, " prepare ! " 
Not I — if angel forms are there 
Apologists of tyranny. 

Where Milton's eyes, no longer dim, 
See Seraphs walk with slander'd Pym, 
I would not hear the Cherubim 

Sing Tory ©des to Castlereagh. 



A POET'S EPITAPH. 

Stop, Mortal ! Here thy brother lies, 

The Poet of the Poor. 
His books were rivers, woods, and skies, 

The meadow, and the moor ; 
His teachers were the torn hearts* wail, 

The tyrant, and the slave, 
The street, the factory, the jail, 

The palace — and the grave ! 
The meanest thing, earth's feeblest worm, 

He fear'd to scorn or hate ; 
And honour'd in a peasant's form 

The equal of the great 
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But if he loved the rieh who make 

The poor man's little more, 
111 could he praise the rieh who take 

From plündert labour's störe. 
A hand to do, a head to plan, 

A heart to feel and dare — 
Teil man's worst foes, here lies the man 

Who drew them as they are. 



EPIGRAM. 

When long, the drama, in a sordid age, 
Had droop'd an exile ; to the desert stage 
Impassion'd nature, weeping as she smiled, 
Led, by his trembling hand, her darling child : 
Even from the worms upstarted buried spieen, 
\Vhile Shakspeare's dust, in transport murmur'd — 
" Kean ! " 



THE DEATH -HUNTED. 

Methought I wandernd long and far, and slept 
On purple heath flowers, where a dark stream crept, 
For ever young, along its bed of stone. 
But soon before my troubled spirit pass'd, 
A dream of unclimb'd hüls, and forest vast, 
And sea-like lakes, and shadowy rivers lone. 

f 2 
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And there a man, whose youth seem'd palsied eld, 
Moved faintly, though by famish'd death impell'd : 
Lean was his cheek ; yet beam'd his gentle eye, 
With a calra sadness, on the mountains hoar, 
And the magnificent flora, on the shore 
Of waters, piled against his native sky. 

And, " 0," he said, " false hope, that truth-like seem'd ! 
I thought that toil might earn hard bread ! I dream'd. 
Who hath had sorrows and despair like mine ? 
Millions ! to wander, or to perish, free ! 
Green Erin's dower ! can lightnings blast like thee ? 
Cold Rapine ! hath the wolf a tooth like thine ? 

" Farewell, my Country ! and oh, thank'd be thou, 
Realm of the roaring surge, that part'st us now ! 
And hail, ye pathless swamps, ye unsail'd floods ! — 
Thou owest nought, thou glittering snake, to me ! 
Hiss ! if thou wilt ! I ask not bread of thee ! " 
And then he plunged into the night of woods. 

The corpse-fed spectre, that had chased him o'er 
Woe-freighted waves, stopp'd ere he reach'd the shore ; 
For a voice whispeiM from dim caves beneath, 
" Thou may'st spare one, if millions are behind ! 
Turn then and cleave the blissful western wind 
Back to the grave of Hope, where Love is Death ! " 
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LINES 

WBJTTEN AFTER SEEING, AT MR. JOHN HEPPENSTALL'S OF 
L'PPERTHORPE, NEAR SHEFFIELD, THE PLATES OF AUDU- 
BON'S BIKDS OF AMERICA. 

" Paintinc is silent music." So said one 
Whose prose is sweetest painting.* Audubon ! 
Thoü Raphael of great Nature's woods and seas ! 
Thy living fonns and hues, thy plants, thy trees, 
Bring deathless music from the houseless waste — 
The immortality of truth and taste. 
Thou giv'st bright accents to the voiceless sod ; 
And all thy pictures are mute hymns to God. 
Why hast thou power to bear tn' untraveird soul 
Through farthest wilds, o'er ocean's stormy roll ; 
And, to the prisoner of disease, bring home 
The homeless birds of ocean's roaring foam ; 
But that thy skill might bid the desert sing 
The sun-bright plumage of th' Almighty's wing ? 
With his own hues thy splendid lyre is strung ; 
For genius speaks the universal tongue. 
** Come ? * , cries the bigot, black with pride and wine — 
** Come and hear tne — the Word of God is mine ! " 
" But I," saith He, who paves with suns his car, 
And makes the storras his coursers from afar, 

• Rousseau. 
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And, with a glance of his all-dazzling eye, 
Smites into crashing fire the boundless sky — 
" I speak in this swift sea-bird's speaking eyes, 
These passion-shiver'd plumes, these lucid dyes : 
This beauty is my language ! in this breeze 
I whisper love to forests and the seas ; 
I speak in this lone flower — this dew-drop cold — 
That hornet's sting — yon serpent's neck of gold : 
These are my accents. Hear them ! and behold 
How well my prophet-spoken truth agrees 
With the dread truth and mystery of these 
Sad, beauteous,"grand, love-warbled mysteries ! v 
Yes, Audubon ! and men shall read in thee 
His language, written for eternity ; 
And if, immortal in its thoughts, the soul 
Shall live in heaven, and spurn the tomb's control. 
Angels shall retranscribe, with pens of fire, 
Thy forms of Nature's terror, love, and ire, 
Thy copied words of God — when death-struck suns 
expire. 



ELEGY ON WILLIAM COBBETT. 

O bear him where the rain can fall, 
And where the winds can blow ! 

And let the sun weep o'er his pall 
As to the grave ye go ! 
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And in some little lone churchyard, 

Beside the growing com, m 
Lay gende Nature's stern prose bard,<\ 

Her mightest peasant-born ! 

Yes ! let the wild-flower wed his grave, 

That bees may murmur near, 
When o'er his last home bend the brave, 

And say — " A man lies here." 

For Britons honour Cobbetfs name, 

Though rashly oft he'spoke ; 
And none can scorn, and few will blame, 

The low-laid heart of oak. 

See, o'er his prostrate branches, see, 

E'en factious hate consents 
To reverence, in the fallen tree, 

His British lineaments ! 

Though grorl'd the storm-toss'd boughs that braved 

The thunder's gather'd scowl, 
Not always through his darkness raved 

The storm-winds of the soul. 

Oh, no ! in hours of golden calm, 

Morn raet his forehead bold ; 
And breezy evening sung her psalm 

Beneath his dew-dropp'd gold. 
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The wren its crest of fibred fire 

With his rieh bronze compared, 

While many a youngling's songful sire 
His acorn'd twiglets shared. 

The lark, above, sweet«tribute paid, 

Where clouds with light were riven ; 

And true-love sought his blue-beiTd shade, 
" To bless the hour of heav'n." 

Ken when his stormy voiee was loud, 
And guilt quaked at the sound, 

Beneath the frown that shook the proud 
The poor a shelter found. 

Dead Oak, thou liv'st ! Thy smitten hands, 

The thunder of thy brow, 
Speak, with stränge tongues, in many lands ; 

And tyrants hear thee NOW ! 

Beneath the shadow of thy name, 

Inspired by thy renown, 
Shall future patriots rise to fame, 

And many a sun go down. 
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LINES 

ON SEEING UNEXPECTEDLY A NEW CI1UKCH, WHILE WALKINCi, 
ON THE SABBATH, IN OLD-PAKK WOOD, NEAR SHEFFIELD. 

From Shirecliffe, o'er a silent sea of trees, 

\Vhen evening waned o'er Wadsley's cottages, 

I look'd on Loxley, Rivilin, and Don, 

While at my side stood truth-loved Pemberton ; * 

And wonder'd, far beneath me, to behold 

A golden spire, that glow'd o'er fields of gold. 

Out of the earth it rose, with sudden power, 

A bright Marne, growing heavenward, like a flower, 

\Vhere erst nor temple stood, nor holy psalm 

Rose to the mountains in the day of calm. 

There, at the altar, plighted hearts may sigh ; 

There, side by side, how soon their dust may lie ! 

Then carven stones the old, old tale will teil, 

That saddens joy with its brief chronicle, 

Till Time, with pinions stolen from the dove, 

Gently erase the epitaph of love ; 

While rivers sing, on their unwearied way, 

The song that but with earth can pass away. 

That bhngs the tempest's accents from afar, 

And breathes of woodbines whcre no woodbines are ! 

* The unequalled lecturer on the drama. 
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Yet deem not that Affection can expire, 
Though earth and skies shall melt in fervent fire ; 
For truth hath written, on the stars above — 
" Affection cannot die, if God is Love ! " 
Whene'er I pass a grave with moss o'ergrown, 
Love seems to rest upon the sileht stone, 
Above the wreck of sublunary things, 
Like a tired angel sleeping on his wings. 



RIBBLEDIN ; OR THE CHRISTENING. 

No name hast thou ! lone streamlet 

That lovest Rivilin. 
Here, if a bard may Christen thee, 

Hl call thee " Ribbledin ; " 
Here, where first murmuring from thine urn. 

Thy voice deep joy expresses ; 
And down the rock, like music, flows 

The wildness of thy tresses. 

Here, while beneath the umbrage 

Of Nature's forest bower, 
Bridged o'er by many a fallen birch. 

And watch'd by many a flower, 
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To meet thy cloud-descended love, 

All trembling, thou retirest — 
Here will I murraur to thy waves 

The sad joy thou inspirest 

Dim world of weeping mosses ! 

A hundred years ago, 
Yon hoary-headed holly tree 

Beheld thy streamlet flow : 
See how he bends him down to hear 

The tune that ceases never ! 
Old as the rocks, wild stream, he seems, 

While thou art young for ever. 

Wildest and lonest streamlet ! 

Grey oaks, all lichen'd o'er ! 
Rush-bristled isles ! ye ivied trunks 

That marry shore to shore ! 
And thou, gnarl'd dwarf of centuries, 

Whose snaked roots twist above me ! 
O for the tongue or pen of Burns, 

To teil you how I love ye ! 

Would that I were a river, 

To wander all alone 
Through some sweet Eden of the wild, 

In music of my own ; 
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And bathed in bliss, and fed with dew, 
DistiH'd o'er mountains hoary, 

Return unto my home in heav'n 
On wings of joy and glory ! 

Or that I were the liehen, 

That, in this roofless cave, 
(The dim geranium's lone boudoir,) 

Dwells near the shadow'd wave, 
And hears the breeze-bow'd tree-tops sigh, 

While tears below are flowing, 
For all the sad and lovely things 

That to the grave are going ! 

O that I were a primrose, 

To bask in sunny air ! 
Far, far from all the plagues that make 

Town-dwelling men despair ! 
Then would I watch the building-birds, 

Where light and shade are moving, 
And lovers' whisper, and love's kiss, 

Rewards the loved and loving ! 

Or that I were a skylark, 

To soar and sing above, 
Filling all hearts with joyful sounds, 

And my own soul with love ! 
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Then o'er the moumer and the dead, 

And o'er the good man dying, 
My song should come like buds and flowers, 

VVhen music warbles flying. 

O that a wing of splendour, 

Like yon wild cloud, were mine ! 
Yon bounteous cloud, that gets to give, 

And borrows to resign ! 
On that bright wing, to climes of spring 

Td bear all wintry bosoms, 
And bid hope smile on weeping thoughts, 

Like April on her blossoms ; 

Or like the rainbow, laughing 

O'er Rivilin and Don, 
When misty morning calleth up 

Her mountains, one by one, 
While glistening down the golden broom, 

The gem-like dew-drop raineth, 
And round the little rocky isles 

The little wave complaineth. 

O that the truth of beauty 

Were married to my rhyme ! 
That it might wear a mountain charm 

Until the death of Time ! 
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Then, Ribbledin ! would all the best 
Of Sorrow's sons and daughters 

See Truth reflected in my song, 
Like beauty on thy waters. 

No longer, nameless streamlet, 

That marriest Rivilin ! 
Henceforth, lone Nature's devotees 

Would call thee " Ribbledin," 
Whenever, listening where thy voice 

Its first wild joy expresses, 
And down the rocks all wildly flows 

The wildness of thy tresses. 



THE MALTBY YEWS. 

Famed Maltby Yews, with trunks like stone ! 
Are you or these grey rocks the older ? 
Like " death-in-life," ye strangely grow, 
And, dead alive, they sternly moulder. 
Memorials grand of death and life, 
That seem from time new life to borrow ! 
Füll many a race have ye outlived 
Of men whose lives were crime and sorrow. 
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Age after age, while Time grew old, 
Your writhen boughs, here, slowly lengthen'd ; 
Storm-stricken trees ! your stormy strength 
Five hundred years have darkly strengthen'd. 
Yet safe beneath your mighty roots 
The busy bee hath made its dwelling ; 
And, at your feet, the little mouse, 
With liftad hands, its joy is telling. 

And, high above the full-voiced lark, 
The sun that loves to see you, beameth 
On lonely rock or mossy trunk, 
That with the rock coeval seemeth ; 
While, all around, the desert flowers, 
\Vhere breezes drink their freshness, gather, 
As children come to kneel and bend 
In prayer around their father's father. 

O could I write upon your gloom 
A solemn verse that would not perish, 
My written thoughts should warn and bless, 
And nations saved the precept cherish ; 
For I would bid the dark and strong 
Be greatly good, and daily stronger, 
That power to wrong, and will to wrong, 
Like fiends divorced, might pair no longer. 
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BURNS. \ 

That heaven's beloved die early, 

Prophetic Pity moums ; 
But old as Truth, although in youth, 

Died giant-hearted Bums. 

O that I were the daisy 

That sank beneath his plough, 
Or, " neighbour meet," that " skylark sweet ! '" 

Say, are they nothing now ? 

That mouse, " our fellow mortal," 

Lives deep in Nature's heart ; 
Like earth and sky, it cannot die 

Till earth and sky depart. 

Thy Bums, child-honour'd Scotland ! 

Is many minds in one ; 
With thought on thought, the name is fraught 

Of glory's peasant son. 

Thy Chaucer is thy Milton, 

And might have been thy Teil ; 
As Hampden fought, thy Sidney wrote 

And would have fought as well. 
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Be proud, man-childed Scotland ! 

Of earth's unpolish'd gern ; 
And " Bonny Doon," and " heaven aboon," 

For Burns hath hallow'd them. 

Be proud, though sin dishonourti, 

And grief baptized thy child ; 
As rivers run, in shade and sun, 

He ran his courses wild 

Grieve not, though savage forests 

Look'd grimly on the wave, 
Where dim-eyed flowers and shaded bowers 

Seem'd living in the grave. 

Grieve not, though, by the torrent, 

Its headlong course was riven, 
When o'er it came, in clouds and flame, 

Niagara from heaven ! 

For sometimes gently flowing, 

And sometimes chafed to foam, 
O'er slack and deep, by wood and steep, 

He sought his heavenly home. 



TOU II. 
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THE TRICOLOR CROSS. 

PARODIED PROM BERANGER'S "CROSS OF THE LEGION OP 

HONOUR." 

Thou took'st thy deep blue from the eyes of the 

soul, 
And thy white from the foam of the far rolling sea : 
But, Cross of the Billows ! famed far as they roll, 
Why stain thy bright red with the blood of the 

free? 
Columbia beheld thee flaunt over her slain, 
When she calPd up the ghosts of Pym, Hampton, and 

Vane; 
And steep'd were thy folds in the blood of her brave, 
When France broke her chain, to dig tyrants a 

grave. 

Famed Red Cross of England, famed ever to be ! 
Bright Cross of the Tricolor ! when wilt thou wave, 
A meteor in darkness, from sea unto sea — 
The symbol of justice, the hope of the slave ? 
Where, where wast thou waving when Poland arose, 
Crying " God for Sarmatia ! " to Libert/s foes ? 
Oh, not o'er the ranks of the sworn-to-be free, 
Stain'd Cross of the Ocean, stain'd ever to be ! 
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Stain'd ever ? — No, Ocean ! thy Tricolor Cross 
Shall yet shame the Tricolor dreadfully fair ; 
Through the ranks of th* oppressor its brightness shall 

toss 
Defiance and havoc, defeat and despair; 
O'er the treason of priests, the rebellion of kings, 
Our halcyon shall rise, with thy blue on his wings, 
And sport with the billows wherever they roll, 
Bright, bright as heavVs depth in the eyes of the 

souL 



THE PILGRIM FATHERS. 

A voice of grief and anger — 

Of pity mix'd with scorn — 
Moans o'er the waters of the west, 

Through fire and darkness bome ; 
And fiercer voices join it — 

A wild triumphant yell ! 
For England's foes, on ocean slain, 

Have heard it where they felL 

\Vhat is that voice which cometh 

Athwart the spectred sea ? 
The voice of men who left their homes 

To make their children free ; 

g 2 
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Of men whose hearts were torches 
For Freedom's quenchless fire ; 

Of men, whose mothers brave brought forth 
The sires of Franklin's sire. 

They speak ! — the Pilgrim Fathers 

Speak to ye from their graves ! 
For earth hath mutter'd to their bones 

That we are soulless slaves I 
The Bradfords, Carvers, Winslows, 

Have heard the worm complain, 
That less than men oppress the men 

Whose sires were Pym and Vane ! 

What saith the voice which boometh 

Athwart tri* upbraiding waves ? 
" Though slaves are ye, our sons are free, 

Then why will you be slaves ? 
The children of your fathers 

Were Hampden, Pym, and Vane !" 
I^and of the sires of Washington, 

Bring forth such men again ! 
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A GL1MPSE OF THE FUTURE. 

An old man, to the field of graves 

Borne, in his parish-shroud, methought, 

Found, in the land of landless slaves, 
The bed of rest, which long he sought 

But, after many years had flown, 
That old man rose out of his grave, 

And wonder'd at his native town, 
And found no honest man a slave. 

Where once that town of trouble stood, 
And he the tyrant's frown had feit, 

Men in sweet homes, by stream and wood, 
Amid their own green acres dwelt 

Nor hovel now, nor tempie was, 
Where hovels once and temples stood ; 

All, all had perish'd ! for, alas ! 
Redemption had been steep'd in blood ! 

Remote, an engined city groan'd 

Where bad men toil'd in penal gloom ; 

The Agnews there the Pelhams moan'd, 
The Melvilles plied the penal loom. 
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Tyrants, not victims, justly bound 
Tö läbour's chaiiij alone were slaves : 

And no good man was landless found 
In this sad land, where men have graves. 

But things which penal toil had wrought, 

Converting crime itself to good, 
The blessings of all climates brought 
/ To those sweet homes, by stream an/Hrood. 

Instinct with life, almost they seem'd, 
And came and went, when call'd or sent 

By tranquil thought, that star-like beam'd 
On each untiring instrument 

Not only by his toiling hands, 
But chiefly by his god-like mind, 

Man, sowing bliss, in distant lands, 
Made earth a garden for mankind. 



THE BALLOT. 

The sky had no voice, and the ocean was still — 
. A power and a terror chain'd valley and hill ; ^ 
' For the spirit of Burns, upon thunder-clouds borne, 
Look'd down on his country in pity and scorn ; 
Because the descendants of Wallace were slow, 
The bonds they had loosen'd to break at a blow. 
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" \Vhat ! give back their souls to these freemen en- 

thrall'd? 
Then give them the ballot ! " o'er Scotland he calFd ; 
" Concede it, proud traitors ! obtain it, thou thrall — 
Thou robb'd of the land which the Lord made for all ! 
Obtain it, ye millions, who labour for drones ! 
Concede it, ye despots, who feast on their groans !" 

The Lords of Misrule and their Master tum'd pale ; 
The tyrant-eyed viper seem'd weak as the snail ; 
The bones of the murder'd for freedom came forth 
From their far-sever'd graves, with a growl like the 

north ;• 
Of millions awaking the murmur was deep ; 
And the face of the bard was like lightning asleep. 

So hovers the eagle o'er summits of light, 
Which, touch'd by his shadow, start up in affright ; 
While, girt by the peaks where the storm sinks to rest, 
Loch Oich sees Ben Nevis sink down in the west, 
\Vhen o'er the dark glare of the sky-painted lake, 
Frown Coryuragen and CoriaraicLt 

• The martyrs Mnir, Palmer, Skirving, Gerald, and Margarot. 
all died in exile, ezcept the latter, who perished for want of bread 
in London ! ! I 

t Two mounhuni of Scotland near the source of the Ness. 
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ROCH ABBEY GATEWAY. 

What dost thou here, lorn Ireland's dying daughter ? 
These holy walls, that erst, with open door 
Welcomed the pilgrim — offering bread and water, 
Prayer, rest, and counsel, to the way-worn poor — 
Now mute and barren as the manless moor, 
Would not, to Christ himself, afford a crumb ! 
Perish, unheard, thou spurn'd of lord and boor ! 
Poor Erin's waif ! be Supplication dumb 
Where Charity is deaf. At hallow'd gates 
Hop'st thou for succour ? Outcast ! over them 
Mourns ivied Ruin ; or, within them, waits 
Obstruction loop'd and ring'd with gold and gern ; 
And Mammon, plotting woe to harpied states, 
Scowls from beneath his cloven diadem. 
Fair was she, and her famish'd child was like her ; 
Nought lovelier mourns beneath the laughing 

skies. 
As I approach'd, I saw the baby strike her ; * 
It raged for food, while tears gushed from her 

eyes! 
Why did she marry, in the land of sighs, 



• ii 



I saw a baby beat its dying mother; 
/ had starved the one, and was starving the other ! " 

Coleridge. 
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Where crimes, call'd laws, made by the lawless, named 

Her child " Benoni ? " Let the basely wise 

Say, rather, why, self-duped and unashamed, 

They curse God's blessings ; and, with blasphemies, 

Hallow the arrow at our vitals aim'd, 
lauding the madness that makes precious things, 

Yea, things most precious, worthless ! Heav'n is 
blamed, 
And hope and action droop their palsied wings, 
Because our lords are bread-tax-eating kings. 



LEAVES AND MEN. 

Drop, drop into the grave, Old Leaf, 

Drop, drop into the grave ; 
Thy acorn's grown, thy acorn's sown — 

Drop, drop into the grave. 
December's tempests rave, Old Leaf, 
Above thy forest-grave, Old Leaf; 

Drop, drop into the grave ! 

The birds, in spring, will sweetly sing 

That death alone is sad ; 
The grass will grow, the primrose show 

That death alone is sad. 
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Lament above thy grave, Old Leaf ! 
For what has life to do with grief ? 
Tis death alone that's sad. 



What then ? We two have both lived through 

The sunshine and the rain ; 
And bless'd be He, to me and thee, 

Who sent his sun and rain ! 
WeVe had our sun and rain, Old Leaf, 
And God will send again, Old Leaf, 

The sunshine and the rain. 

Race after race of leaves and men, 

Bloom, wither, and are gone ; 
As winds and waters rise and fall, 

So life and death roll on ; 
And long as ocean heaves, Old Leaf, 
And bud and fade the leaves, Old Leaf, 

Will life and death roll on. 

How like am I to thee, Old Leaf ! 

We'll drop together down ; 
How like art thou to me, Old Leaf! 

We'll drop together down. 
I'm gray and thou art brown, Old Leaf ! 
Well drop together down, Old Leaf, 

We*!! drop together down ! 
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Drop, drop into the grave, Old Leaf, 
Drop, drop into the grave ; 

Thy acom's grown, thy acorn's sown- 
Drop, drop into the grave. 

December's tempests rave, Old Leaf, 

Above thy forest grave, Old Leaf; 
Drop, drop into the grave ! 



WILLIAM. 

" Lift, lift me up ! my broken heart 

Must speak before I go : 
O Mother ! it is death to part 

From you — I love you so ! 

" The doctor shunn'd my eyes, and brook'd 

Few words from my despair ; 
But through and through his heart I look'd, 

And saw my cofnn there. 

" You did not teil me I should die, 
You fear'd your child would grieve ; 

But I am dying 1 One is nigh 
Whom kindness can't deceive. 
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" The dim light sickens round my bed, 
Your looks seem sick with woe, 

The air feels sick, as, o'er my head 
Its pantings come and go. 

" Oh, I am sick in every limb, 

Sick, sick in every vein ! 
My eyes and brain with sickness swim, 

My bones are sick with pain ! 

" What is this weary helplessness, 
This breathless toil for breath ? 

This tossing aching weariness — 
Whatisit?— ItisDeath! 

" Mother, I feel as in a dream ; 

My dark'ning senses reel, 
Like moonlight on a troubled stream : 

This cannot last, I feeL 

" Yet, it hos lasted — Oh, how long 
This sick dream seems to me ! 

My God ! why is my weakness strong 
To bear such agony ? 

" 'Tis sad to quit a world so fair, 
To warm young hearts like mine ; 

And, doom'd so early, hard to bear 
This heavy hand of thine. 



WILLIAM. 93 

" I, like a youngling from the nest, 

By rüde hands torn away, 
Would fain cling to my mother's breast — 

But cannot, must not, stay. 

" From her and hers, and our sweet home, 

My soul seems forced afar, 
O'er frozen seas of sable foam, 

Through gloom without a star. 

" I go where voice was never heard, 

Where sunbeam ne'er was seen, 
Where dust beholds nor flow'r nor bird, 

As if life ne'er had been ! 

" I go where Thomas went before ; 

I hear him sob ' Prepare ! ' 
And I have borne what Thomas bore : 

Who knows what he can bear ? 

" Farewell ! — farewell ! to med again ! 

But, oh, why pari to meet? 
I know my mother's heart is fain 

To share my winding-sheet ! 

" Can't 3rou die with me, mother ? Come 

And clasp me ! — not so fast ! 
How dose and airless is the room ! 

O mother ! "— It is past ! 
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The breath is gone, the soul is flown, 
The lips no longer move ; 

God o'er my child hath slowly thrown 
His veil of dreadful love. 



O thou changed dust ! pale form that tak'st 
All hope from fond complaint ! 

Thou sad mute eloquence, that mak'st 
The listener's spirit faint. 

And, oh, ye dreamy fears, that rest 

On dark realities ! * 
Why preach ye to the trembling breast, 

Truths which are mysteries. 



SONG. 

Tune.— " Marys Dream" 

Mother ! I come from God and bliss ; 
O bless me with a mother's kiss ! 
Though dead, I spurn the tomb's control, 
And clasp thee in th' embrace of soul. 

* Opium*eater. 
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No terrors daunt, no cares annoy, 
No tyrants vex thy buried boy ; 
Why mourn for him who smiles on thee ? 
Dear Mother ! weep no more for me. 

Where angels dwell — in glen and grove — 

I sought the flowers which Mothers love ; 

And in my garden I have set 

The primrose and the violet : 

For thee, the woe-mark'd cowslip grows, 

For thee the little daisy blows ; 

When wilt thou come my flowers to see ? 

Nay, Mother ! weep no more for me. 

Christa Mother wept on earth for Him, 
When wept in heaven the Seraphim, 
And, o'er the Eternal Throne, the light 
Grew dim, and sadden'd into night ; 
But where through bliss heaven's rivers run, 
That Mother now is with her Son ; 
They miss me there, and wait for thee — 
Come, Mother, come ! why weep for me ? x 

I set a rose our home beside — 
I know the poor memorial died ; 
The frost hath chipp'd my letter'd stone ; 
My very name from earth is gone ! 
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But in my bower, that knows not woe, , 
The wild hedge-rose and woodbine glow, 
And red-breasts sing of home to me : 
Come, Mother, come ! we wait for thee. 



SONG. 

Man-like her lover was to see, 
But stern and cold of soul was he, 

Of cold and sordid kindred born ; 
And when he found the maid was poor, 
He pass'd in scorn her decent door, 

He dug her grave with scorn. 

Unstain'd as vernal snow, she died ; 
Like snow, that melts on Rother's side, 

When ApriTs sun in trouble sets : 
Her life was but a day of showers ; 
And, oh, it closed o'er songless bowers 

And drooping violets ! 
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FOOTPATHS. 

The poor man's walk they take away, 
The solace of his only day, 
Where now, unseen, the flowers are blowing, 
And, all unheard, the stream is flowing ! 

In solitude unbroken, 

Where rill and river glide, 
The lover's elm, itself a grove, 
Laments the absent voice of love; 
How bless'd I oft sat there with Fanny, 
When tiny Jem and little Annie 

Were fairies at my side ! 

dew-dropp'd rose ! O woodbine ! 

They dose the bowery way, 
Where oft my father's father stra/d, 
And with the leaves and sunbeams play'd, 
Or, like the river by the wild wood, 
Ran with that river, in his childhood, 

The gayest child of May ! 

Where little feet o'er bluebells, 

Pursued the sun-bless'd bee, 
No more the child-loved daisy hears 
The voice of childhood's hopes and fears ; 

VOL. IL H 
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Thrush ! never more, by thy lone dwelling, 
Where fountain'd vales thy tale are telling, 
Will childhood startle thee? 

The poor man's path they take away, 
His solace on the Sabbath day ; 
The sick hearfs dewy path of roses, 
Where da/s eye lingers ere it closes ! 



TO HOFLAND, THE ARTIST. 

Go, Bard and Painter ! to the desert Limn 
The mountain's soul, and bid that spirit stay. 

So shall thy canvas be a glowing hymn 

To God, in his great works ; sung every day 

By every eye that sees it with the heart, 

While age-long years grow grey, and rock-built pomps 
depart. 



ON A HEARTLESS SLANDERER. 

" The unco guid " should pray with tears, 
That thou ma/st live a thousand years, 
To hunt out flaws, and snarl, and laugh, 
And then write Virtue's epitaph. 
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EPIGRAM. 

Life is short, and time is swift, 
Roses fade, ancKshadows shift ; 
But the ocean and the river 
Rise and fall and flow for ever : 
Bard ! not yainly heaves the ocean ; 
Bard ! not vainly flows the river ; 
Be thy song then like their motion. 
Blessing now, and blessing ever. 



A POET. 

Child of the Hopeless ! two hearts broke 

\Vhen thou wast orphan'd here : 
They left a treasure in thy breast, 

The soul of Pit/s tear. 
And thou must be — not what thou wilt ; — 

Say then, what would'st thou be ? 
" A Poet ! " Oh, if thou would'st steep 

Deep thoughts in ecstasy, 
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Nor poet of the rieh be thou, 

Nor poet of the poor ; 
Nor harper of the swarming town, 

Nor minstrel of the moor ; 
But be the bard of all mankind, 

The prophet of all time, 
And tempt the saints in heav'n to steal 

Earth's truth-created rhyme. 

Be the Columbus of a world 

Where wisdom knows not fear ; 
The Homer of a race of men 

Who need not sword and spear. 
God in thy heart, and God in them, 

If thou to men canst show, 
Thou makest mortals angels here, 

Their home a heav'n below. 

Upon a rock thou sett'st thy feet, 

And callest Death thy slave : 
" Here lies a man ! " Eternity 

Shall write upon thy grave ; 
" A Bard lies here ! — O softly tread, 

Ye never-wearied years I 
And bless, O World, a memory 

Immortal as thy tears ! " 
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THE SINLESS CAIN. 



A BALLAD. 



What is that flesh-bound spectre, 

Whose thoughts none understand ? 
The sleeping raastiff heareth 

The shunn'd of every land. 
The spirit in his famish'd eyes, 

Seems bare to sun and sky ; 
And insolence grows mad with pride, 

When that sad form comes nigh. 

In every clime and country 

There lives a man of pain, 
Whose nerves, like chords of lightning, 

Bring fire into his brain ; 
To him a whisper is a wound, 

A look or sneer a blow ; 
More pangs he feels in years or months 

Than dunce-throng'd ages know. 

Yet Pity speaks, like Hatred, 

Of him, where'er he goes ; 
As if his soul were marble, 

Men polish it with woes. 
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Though soft and warm as " weeping blood," 

And true, his heart, as truth, 
They coffin winter in his thoughts, 

And crown with snow his youth. 

He drinks the wine of curses, 

He eats reproach for bread, 
The fire unblown of slander 

Is flame upon his head : 
So, in to-morrow's unmade grave, 

He counts life's heavy hours ; 
VVhile rancour makes his bed of snakes, 

And mockery calls them flowers. 

• 

Amid the bless'd a stranger, 

Or foodless with his mate ; 
From home and hope an exile, 

Or paid for love with hate ; 
All lonely by some throng'd fireside, 

Or homeless in his home ; 
Well may he wish to herd with wolves, 

Or marry ocean's foam. 

" Why was I given in marriage? 

Said Love, when he was born : 
Behold him ! the Benoni 

Of glory's natal morn ! 
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The mind of man shall be his shroud ; 

His life is deathless death ; 
Bleach'd on the surge of endless years, 

He sighs — and hath no breath. 

• 

Why marvel that his spirit 

Seems dry as dead men's bones ? 
That maidens fear his gestures, 

And start to hear his tones ? 
Why marvel that, with maniac Steps, 

He moveth fast and slow, 
If he was call'd a man of grief 

Six thousand years ago ? 

By Babylonian rivers, 

In Israel's dreadful day, 
With soul bow'd like the willows, 

For prostrate Solyma, 
He, saddest, sweetest bard of all 

Whom God's dark wing had swept 
From pride into captivity, 

Remembering Zion, wept 

Ere Rome was, he wrote ballads 

On Troy, the fate-o'erthrown ; 
And he will sigh for London, 

In manless min strown ; 
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Then o'er Australia, hungering, 
Poor waif of land and sea, 

Ask bread through Valleys yet unbuilt, 
Where London is to be. 



Or from some Pandour'd palace, 

That looks o'er slaves afar, 
Say to his royal legions — 

" Go, tarne the earth with war ! " 
That unborn scribes may write again 

The tale of chain'd or free, 
Unless mankind, meantime, recant 

Their blood-idolatry. 

Behold him ! say what art thou 

Whose thoughts none widerstand ? 
The sleeping mastiff hears thee, 

Thou scorn'd of every land. 
Famine, that laid thy vitals bare 

To wind, and sun, and sky, 
Sees nothing sadder than thy cheek, 

Or wilder than thine eye. 

What art thou ? Did thy boyhood 
Cull shells on Severn's side ? 

Art thou " the wondrous stripling 
That perish'd in his pride ? " 
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Or art thou he whom wonder call'd 

The Avonian's youthful peer, 
The second Shakspeare ? Bread ! O Bread ! 

Poor Otway ! — it is here. 

Thou changest — Art thou Dante, 

The famed in peace and war, 
Whom weeps ungrateful Florence, 

Beneath her mournful star ? 
Then hast thou known " how sad the sound 

Of feet on strangers' stairs — 
How bitter strangers 1 bread " to him 

Who eats it, and despairs ! 

Thou changest — Trampled Hargraves ! 

Rejoin thy nameless dust ; 
Not even to the lifeless 

Will cruel man be just 
Changed ! thought-worn Crompton ! thy sad face 

Casts gloom on cloudless day ; 
Fool, even in death ! why linger here, 

Trade's meek reproach ? — away ! 

Thou changest — Art thou Byron, 

MTio barter'd peace for stone ? 
And düfst thou wed a shadow, 

To perish all alone ? 
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Changed ! Art thou he, once many-thron'd, 

Who wifeless, sonless, died, 
While son and wife, walk'd, clad in smiles, 

His paltry foe beside ! 

Again thou changest. Sad one ! 

How want-worn is thine hand ! 
No diadem thou wearest, 

Thou scorn'd of every land ! 
The eagle in thy famish'd eyes, 

Looks faintly on the sky ; 
And insult waxeth red with rage, 

When thy pale form draws nigh. 



EPISTLE TO G. C. HOLLAND, ESQ., M.D., 

WITH MRS. LOUDON'S m PHILANTHROPIC ECONOMY ; OR, THK 

PHILOSOPHY OF HAPPINESS." 

Doctor, I send you, with this scrawl, 

A thing by no means common ; 
For, by the Power that made us all, 

I send — a perfect woman ! 

I do not praise her cheek's rieh hue, 

Her dress, her air of fashion ; 
I say not that the soul's deep blue 

Melts in her eye of passion ; 
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But I commend her to the heart 

On which your own reposes, 
Because her stern worth can impart 

A grace like rain on roses ; 

And teach parental flowers to teach 

The love of gainful duty 
To every plant within her reach, 

And all their buds of beauty. 

The meek-tress'd angel of your home 

May take to her own bosom 
Thoughts bright and pure as ocean's foam, 

And fresh as morning's blossom. 

Nor need she dread a rival's look, 

Or hate a rival's merit : 
I send — a woman in a book ! 

A world-awaking spirit ! 

A charm ! a host ! a scourge ! a sting ! 

By tyrants seen with sadness ! 
A truth-taught Power ! whose mental wing 

Shall smite them into madness ! 

Oh, thanks to Loudon and to thee, 

Sword-breaking might of letters ! 
Enfranchised woman shall set free 

The slave who forged her fetters ! 
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For Truth is freedom unto those 
Whose souls have strength to seize her ; 

They play a game which none can lose, 
Who seek her 

Ebenezer. 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

Stop, passenger ! for I am weak, 
And heavy are my failing feet — 

Stop ! tili I gather strength to speak : 
Twice have I seen thee cross the street, 
Where woe and wild-flowers seldom meet. 

O give a pallid flower to her 
Who ne'er again will see one grow ! 

Give me a primrose, passenger 1 
That I may bless it ere I go 
To my false love, in death laid low. 

Sweet — sweet ! it breathes of Rother's bowers, 
Where, like the stream, my childhood play'd ; 

And, happy as the birds and flowers, 
My love and I together strayed, 
Far from the dim town's deadly shade. 
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Why did he leave my mother's cot? 

My days of trouble then began : 
I followed — but he knew me not ! 

The stripling had become a man ! 

And now in heaven he waits for Ann. 

Back from consumption's streeted gloom, 
To death's green fields, I fain would fly ; 

In yon churchyard there is no room 
For broken-hearted flowers to sigh, 
And look on heaven before they die. 



SATURDAY. 

To-morrow will be Sunday, Ann — 
Get up, my child, with me ; 

Thy father rose at four o'clock 
To toil for me and thee. 

The fine folks use the plate he makes, 
And praise it when they dine ; 

For John has taste — so we'll be neat, 
Ahno* we can't be fine. 

Then let us shake the carpet well. 
And wash and scour the floor, 

And hang the weather-glass he made 
Beside the cupboard door. 
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And polish thou the grate, my love ; 

Hl mend the sofa arm ; 
The autumn winds blow damp and chill ; 

And John loves to be warm. 

And bring the new white curtain out, 
And string the pink tape on — 

Mechanics should be neat and clean : 
And TU take heed for John. 

And brush the little table, child, 
And fetch the ancient books — 

John loves to read ; and, when he reads, 
How like a king he looks ! 

And fill the music-glasses up 

With water fresh and clear ; 
To-morrow, when he sings and plays, 

The streä will stop to hear. 

And throw the dead flowers from the vase, 

And rub it tili it glows ; 
For in the leafless garden yet 

Hell find a winter rose. 

And liehen from the wood hell bring, 

And mosses from the dell ; 
And from the sheltered stubble-field, 

The scarlet pimpernell. 
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HOLIDAY. 

O BLESS&D 1 when some holiday 

Brings townsmen to the moor, 
And, in the sunbeams, brighten up 

The sad looks of the poor. 
The bee puts on his richest gold, 

As if that worker knew — 
How hardly (and for little) they 

Their sunless task pursue. 
But from their souls the sense of wrong 

On dove-like pinion flies ; 
And, throned o'er all, Forgiveness sees 

His image in their eyes. 
Soon tired, the street-born lad lies down 

On marjoram and thyme, 
And through his grated fingers sees 

The falcon's flight sublime ; 
Then his pale eyes, so bluely dull, 

Grow darkly blue with light, 
And his lips redden like the bloom 

O'er miles of mountains bright 
The little lovely maiden-hair 

Turas up its happy face, 
And saith unto the poor man's heart, 
44 Thou'rt welcome to this place." 
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The infant river leapeth free, 

Amid the bracken tall, 
And cries, " FOR EVER there is One 

Who reigneth over all ; 
And unto Hirn, as unto me, 

Thou'rt welcome to partake 
His gift of light, his gift of air, 

O'er mountain, glen, and lake. 
Our Father loves us, want-worn man ! 

And know thou this from me : 
The pride that makes thy pain his couch, 

May wake to envy thee. 
Hard, hard to bear are want and toil, 

As thy worn features teil ; 
But wealth is armed with fortitude, 

And bears thy sufferings well." 



SONG. 

Nor alehouse scores, nor alehouse broils 

Turn my good woman pale; 
For in my pantry IVe a keg 

Of home-brewed ale. 
The devil keeps a newspaper 

Where tavern-wranglers rail, 
Because it tempts his doomed and lost 

To drink bad ale. 



SONG. 113 

But I read news at second-hand, 

Nor find it flat and stale ; 
While Hume's or Hindle/s health I drink 

In home-brew'd ale. 
My boys and girls delight to see 

My friends and me regale, 
While Nancy, curtsying, deigns to sip 

Our home-brew'd ale ; 
And when the widow'd pauper comes, 

To teil her monthly tale, 
I sometimes cheer her with a drop 

Of home-brew'd ale ; 
It teils her heart of better days, 

Ere she grew thin and pale, 
When James, before the banker fail'd, 

Drank home-brew'd ale. 
Hl melt no money in my drink, 

Where rufnans fight and rail : 
The gauger never dipp'd his stick 

In my cheap ale. 
But when we household suffrage get, 

And honest men prevail ; 
Then, hey, mechanics, for free trade, 

And cheaper ale ! 



vol. 11. 
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RUB OR RUST. 

Idler, why He down to die ? 

Better rub than rust 
Hark ! the lark sings in the sky — 

" Die when die thou must ! 
Day is waking, leaves are shaking, 

Better rub than rust" 

In the grave there's sleep enough — 

" Better rub than rust : 
Death, perhaps, is hunger-proof, 

Die when die thou must ; 
Men are mowing, breezes blowing,' 

Better rub than rust" 

He who will not work shall want ; 

Nought for nought is just — 
Won't do, must do, when he canU ; 

" Better rub than rust 
Bees are flying, sloth is dying, 

Better rub than rust" 



"5 



THE HOME OF TASTE. 

You seek the home of taste, and find 

The proud mechanic there, 
Rieh as a king, and less a slave, 

Throned in his elbow-chair ! 
Or on his sofa reading Locke, 

Beside his open door ! * 
Why start ? — why envy worth Uke his 

The carpet on his floor ? 

You seek the home of sluttery — 

" Is John at home ? " you say. 
" No, sir ; he's at the ' Sportsman's Arms ; ' 

The dog-fight's o'er the way." 
O lift the workman's heart and mind 

Above low sensual sin ! 
Give him a home ! the home of taste ! 

Outbid the house of gin ! t 

* Tbis is not an overcharged picture of the conditio!) of some of 
t he mechanics of Sheffield. 

f O that I could express in rhyme this sentiment, as it came. 
clothed in beauty and holiness, from the Ups of Dr. Knight, at our 
last cutlers' feast 1 
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O give him taste ! it is the link 

Which binds us to the skies — 
A bridge of rainbows, thrown across 

The gulph of tears and sighs ; 
Or like a widower's little one — 

An angel in a child — 
That leads him to her mother's chair, 

And shows him how she smiled. 



THE SUMMER-HOUSE. 

Go, Mary, to the summer-house, 

And sweep the wooden floor, 
And light the little fire, and wash 

The pretty varnish'd door ; 
For there the London gentleman, 

Who lately lectured here, 
Will smoke a pipe with Jonathan, 

And taste our home-brew'd beer. 

Go, bind the dahlias, that our guest 
May praise their fading dyes ; 

But strip of every wither'd bloom 
The flower that won the prize ! 
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And take thy father's knife, and prune 

The roses that remain ; 
And let the fallen hollyhock 

Peep through the broken pane. 

And spunge his view of Blacklowscar, 

Till bright, on moor and town, 
The painted sun, and stormy crest, 

O'er leagues of cloud look down. 
He rose at three, to work tili four — 

The evenings still are long — 
And still for every lingering flower 

The redbreast hath a song. 

I'll follow in an hour or two ; 

Be sure I will not fail 
To bring his flute and spying-glass, 

The pipes and bottled ale ; 
And that grand music which he made 

About the child in bliss ; 
Our guest shall hear it sung and play'd, 

And feel how grand it is ! 
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SONG. 

Let idlers despair ! there is hope for the wise, 

Who rely on their own hearts and hands ; 
And we read in their souls, by the flash of their eyes, 

That our land is the noblest of lands. 
Let knaves fear for England, whose thoughts wear a 
mask, 

While a war on our trenchers they wage ; 
Free trade and no favour is all that we ask ! 

Fair play, and the world for a stage ! 

Secure in their baseness, the lofty and bold 

Look down on their victims beneath ; 
Like snow on a skylight, exalted and cold, 

They shine o'er the shadow of death ; 
In the warm sun of knowledge, that kindles our 
blood, 

And fills our cheer'd spirits with day, 
Their splendour, contemn'd by the brave and the 
good, 

Like a palace of ice melts away. 

Our compass, which married the East to the West, 
Our press, which makes many minds one, 

Our steam-sinew , d giant that toils without rest, 
Proclaim that our perils are gone. 
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We want but the right, which the God of the right 

Denies not to birds and to bees ; 
The charter of Nature ! that bids the wing'd light 

Fly chainless as winds o'er the seas. 



SONG. 

With hair grown grey, we look behind 
On passions whose wild reign is o'er — 

Virtues, whose failure stings the mind, 
And troubles that molest no more : 

Slow pass'd the days of toil and care ; 

Yet, oh ! how fast they seem to fly, 
When we look back on our despair, 

And call it hope, yet know not why. 

And still they pass, and shade on shade 
Deepens, their woe-mark path along ; 

But Thou, O God ! art strong to aid ; 
Ay, and in Thee the weak are strong. 
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SONG. 

Free Trade, like religion, hath doctrines of love, 
And the promise of plenty and health ; 

It proclaims, while the angels look down from above, 
The marriage of Labour and Wealth. 

Free Trade, like religion, hath doctrines of peace, 

Universal as God's vital air ; 
And, throned o'er doom'd evil, he hails its increase, 

While his enemies only despair. 

By all who their blood on Truth's altars resign'd, 

To enfranchise a sin-fetter'd race ! 
Our sons shall be freed from the curse of the blind, 

And redeem'd from the bonds of the base. 

The ark of our triumph, far, far as seas roll, 
Shall ride o'er the wealth-freighted waves ; 

The chain'd of the drones be the chainless in soul, 
And tyrants made men by their slaves. 

The hall of our fathers, with heav*n for its dorne, 
And the steps of its portals the sea — 

Of labour and comfort will then be the home, 
And the temple where worship the Free. 
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SONG. 

O'er Polonia's plains of glory, 
Freedom towe^d — a stately tree ; 

From all storms, a sky of branches 
Shelter'd raine and shelter'd me. 

Underneath the tree of ages, 
Many a merry song sung we ; 

Carved his rind, and kiss'd his shadow ; 
Oh, we loved the glorious tree ! 

Now, alas ! no sky of branches 
Shelters mine and shelters me ! 

Now, alas ! the tree of Poland 
Low is fall'n, as low can be ! 

And, as on Euphrates' waters, 
When the mournful moonbeam slept, 

Israelis Wanderers, sad for Zion, 
With the weeping willows wept, 

Se we mourn, and, all unheeded, 
Make our roof the unpillar'd sky ; 

So we roam, and friendless, hopeless, 
Shed the tear of memory. 
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THE WINTER SPEEDWELL. 

Ye wintry flowers, whose pensive dyes 
Wake when the summer's lily sleeps ! 

Ye are like orphans, in whose eyes • 
Their low-laid mother's beauty weeps. 

Oh, not like stars that come at eve, 

Through dim clouds glimmering one by one, 
And teach the failing heart to grieve, 

Because another day is gone ! 

But like the hopes that linger yet 

Upon the grave of sorrow's love, 
And dare Affection to forget 

The form below, the soul above ; 

Or like the thoughts that bid Despair 
Repose in faith on Merc/s breast ; 

Givers of wings — from toil and care — 
To fly away and be at rest ! 
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A GHOST AT NOON. 

The day was dark, save when the beam 

Of noon through darkness broke ; 
In gloom I säte, as in a dream, 

Beneath my orchard oak ; 
Lo ! splendour, like a spirit, came, 

A shadow like a tree ! 
While there I sat, and named her name, 

Who once sat there with me. 

I started from the seat in fear ; 

I look'd around in awe ; 
But saw no beauteous spirit near, 

Though all that was I saw ; 
The seat, the tree, where oft, in tears, 

She moum'd her hopes o'erthrown, 
Her joys cut off in early years, 

Like gather'd flowers half-blown. 

Again the bud and breeze were met, 

But Mary did not come ; 
And e'en the rose, which she had set, 

Was fated ne'er to bloom ! 



124 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

The thrush proclaim'd, in accents sweet, 
The winters reign was o'er ; 

The bluebells throng'd around my feet, 
But Mary came no more. 

I think, I feel — but when will she 

Awake to thought again ? 
A voice of comfort answers me, 

That God does nought in vain : 
He wastes nor flower, nor bud, nor leaf, 

Nor wind, nor cloud, nor wave ; 
And will He waste the hope which grief 

Hath planted in the grave ? 



SONG. 

Like a rootless rose or lily ; 

Like a sad and life-long sigh ; 
Like a bird pursued and weary, 

Doom'd to flutter tili it die ; 
Landless, restless, joyless, hopeless, 

Gasping still for bread and breath, 
To their graves by trouble hunted, 

Albion's helots toil for death. 
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Tardy day of hoarded ruin, 

Wild Niagara of blood ! 
Coming sea of headlong millions, 

Vainly seeking work and food ! 
Why is famine reaped for harvest ? 

Planted curses always grow ; 
Where the plough makes want its symbol, 

Fools will gather as they sow. 



SONG. 

Sleep, sleep my love ! thy gentle bard 
Shall wake, his feverVi maid to guard : 

The moon in heaven rides high ; 
The dim stars through thy curtains peep ; 
Whilst thou, poor sufferer, triest to sleep, 

They hear thy feeble cry. 

She sleeps ! but pain, though baffled, streaks, 
With intermitting blush, her cheeks, 

And haunts her troubled dream : 
Yet shalt thou wake to health, my love, 
And seek again the bluebell'd grove 

And music-haunted stream. 
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HE WENT. 

He left me sad, and cross'd the deep, 

A home for me to seek ; 
He never will come back again ; 

My heart, my heart will break ! 
To see me toil for scanty food, 

He could not bear, he said, 
But promised to come back again, 

His faithful Ann to wed. 

Bad men had turn'd into a hell 

The country of his birth ; 
And he is gone who should have stay'd 

To make it heaven on earth : 
A heaven to me it would have been 

Had he remain'd with me ; 
O bring my William back again, 

Thou wild heart-breaking sea ! 

He should have stay'd to overthrow 
The men who do us wrong ; 

When such as he fly far away, 
They make oppressors strong : 
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But, oh, though worlds of cruel waves 

Between our torn hearts. rise, 
My William, thou art present still 

Before my weeping eyes. 

Why hast thou sought a foreign land, 

And left me here to weep ? 
Man ! man ! thou should'st have sent our foes 

Beyond that dismal deep ! 
For when I die, who then will toil, 

My mother's life to save ? 
What hope will then remain for her ? 

A trampled workhouse grave ! 



HE WROTE. 

He did not come, but letters came, 

And money came in one ; 
But he would quickly come, they said — 

" When I," she sigh'd, " am gone ! " 
Thenceforth she almost welcomed death, 

With feelings high and brave ; 
Because she knew that her true love 

Would weep upon her grave. 
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" No parish hirelings," oft she said, 

" My wasted corpse shall bear ; 
The honest labour of my hands 

Hath purchased earth and prayer : 
Nor childless will my mother be ; " 

The dying sufferer smiled ; 
" Thou wilt not want, for William's heart 

Is wedded to thy child ! " 

But Death seem'd loath to strike a form 

So beautiful and young ; 
And o'er her long, with lifted dart, 

The pensive tyrant hung; 
And life in her seem'd like a sleep, 

As she drew nearer home ; 
But when she waked, more eagerly 

She ask'd, " Is William come ? " 

" Is William come ? " she wildly ask'd ; 

The answer still was, " No ! " — 
She's dead ! — but through her closing lids 

The tears were trickling slow ; 
And like the fragrance of a rose, 

Whose snowy life is o'er, 
Pale beauty linger'd on the lips 

Which he will kiss no more. 
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HE CAME. 

At length he came. None welcomed him ; 

The decent door was closed ; 
But near it stood a matron meek, 

With pensive looks, composed : 
She knew his face, though it was changed, 

And gloom came o'er her brow ; 
" The/re gone," she said, " but you're in time ; 

TheyVe in the churchyard now." 



He reach'd the grave, and steraly bade 
The impatient shovel wait : 
Ann Spencer, agfed twenty-five," 
He read upon the plate. 
Wliy did'st thou seek a foreign land, 
An^ leave me here to die ? n 

The sad inscriptions seem'd to say — 
But he made no reply. 
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Her mother saw him through her tears, 

But not a word she said — 
Nor could he know that days had pass'd 

Since last she tasted bread. 
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She stood in comely mourning there, 

Self-sta/d in her distress ; 
The dead maid's toil bought earth and prayer ; 

Sleep on, proud Britoness ! 

But thou, meet parent of the dead ! 

Where now wilt thou abide ? 
With William in a foreign land ; 

Or by thy daughter's side ? 
Oh ! William's broken heart is sworn 

To cross no more the foam ! 
Füll soon will men cry — " Hark ! again ! 

Three now ! they're all at home ! " 



ON THE DEATH OF EARL FITZWILLIAM. 

O ye who died, trampled, at Peterloo, 
By England's Juggernaut ! Ye too who drank 
Slowly life's bitterest cup, not drugg'd with rue, 
But brimm'd with hopeless pain ; and ye who sar 
In blood at Wexford, rolling rank o'er rank, 
Like storm-swept waves ! the golden door throw wi 
(It needs no golden key,) and hail and thank 
The meek, the merciful, who ne'er denied 
His aid to want and grief, when they for suc 
cried. 
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But ye who plough the flint with curses ! ye 
Who sealding tears o'er wrongs inflicted weep, 
And drink them from your eyes of misery, 
To quench with fire the burning soul, or creep 
To cold discomfort's bed, and, dreaming, steep 
Your straw in agonies ! keep, pallid slaves, 
Who still wear chains ! your worm that dies not keep ! 
And kneeling, in your hearts, on tyrants* graves, « 
Swear deathless hate to them, their gods, their fools 
and knaves. 



SABBATH MORNING. 

Rise, young Mechanic ! Idle darkness leaves 

The dingy town, and cloudless morning glows : 

O rise and worship Hirn who spins and weaves 

Into the petals of the hedge-side rose 

Da/s golden beams and all-embracing air ! 

Rise ! for the morn of Sabbath riseth fair ! 

The douds expect thee — Rise ! the stonechat hops 

.\mong the mosses of thy granite chair : 

Go teil the plover, on the mountain tops, 

That tue have cherish'd nests and hidden wings. 

Wings ? Ay, like those on which the seraph flings 

His sun-bright speed from star to star abroad ; 

And we have Music, like the whisperings 

Of streams in Heav*n — our labour is an ode 
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Of sweet sad praise to Him who loves the rjght 
And cannot He who spins the beauteous light, 
And weaves the air into the wild flowers hues, 
Cxive to thy soul the mountain torrent's might, 
Or fill thy veins with sunbeams, and diffuse 
Over thy thoughts the greenwood's melody ? 
Yea, this and more He can and will for thee, 
If thou wilt read, engraven on the skies 
And restless waves, that " sloth is misery ; 
And that our worth from our necessities 
Flows, as the rivers from his clouds descend ! " 



TASTE. 

When, o'er her dying child, we hear 

The hopeless mother sigh ; 
" There is a better world," we sob ; 

" Can such affection die ? " 
Perhaps it can — for wolves and worms 

Have their affections too ; 
And passion sometimes loves the false 

Even better than the true. 

But Taste, in its infinity, 

Its beauty, and its might, 
Walks thro* the beams of common day 

In robes of heavenly light : 



TASTE. IJ3 

A spirit — ay, a deathless Eve, 

To man's pure bosom given : 
They meet — earth's Eden is not lost ! 

They part — to meet in Heaven ! 

What power like that which turns to bliss 

The mournful and the dull, 
And frorn the dust beneath our feet 

Calls up the beautiful, 
Can bid the hopes of frailty soar, 

Undying life, to thee ? 
Pride dies with man ; but Taste predicts 

His immortality. 



THE WOODBINES OF JUNE. 

Broom glow'd in the valley, 

For William and Sally, 
The rose with the rill was in tune ; 

Love fluttering their bosoms, 

As breezes the blossoms, 
They stray'd thro* the woodbines of June. 
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Oft, oft he caressM her, 

And to his heart press'd her, 
The rose with the woodbine was twined; 

Her cheek on his bosom, 

Like dew on the blossom, 
Enchanted the tale-telling wind. 

Poor jSally was bonny, 

But Mary had money, 
Ay, money, and beauty beside ; 

And wilt thou, sweet Mary, 

Thou fond and unwary, 
Deprive the wise fool of his bride ? 

Yes, bee-haunted valley ! 

Poor heart-broken Sally 
No more, with her William, will stray — 

" He marries another ! 

I'm dying ! — O mother ! 
Take, take that sweet woodbine away ! " 



THE REJECTED. 

Hisliand clasp'd in hers, she look'd up in the face 

That once gazed as fondly on me ; 
Two boys and a girl, in their butterfly chase, 

Ran before them with laughter and glee. 
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He saw roe — he knew me — his brown cheek turn'd pale, 
" Oh, still doth he love me ? " I sigh'd ; 

But my heart how it sank ! and I feit my knees fail, 
As I look'd on his beautiful bride. 

In their comely attire, and their calm thankful air, 

The tale of their virtues was told ; 
While, childless and mateless, in want and despair, 

Was the woman who spurn'd him Cor gold. 

Oh, even at the altar, when coldly I gave 

My hand to the thing I had bought, 
Reraorse told my heart, in a voice from my grave, 

That I barter'd a shadow for nought ! 

Nought ! call ye it nought to applaud what ye hate ? 

To honour, yet feign to contemn ? 
To borrow of servants ? and, apeing the great, 

Envy all that's look'd down on by them ? 

Till at last ; but, O Henry ! my doom I could bear, 
Might I know that thou weepest for me ; 

And feel, while the robe of my weaving I wear, 
That I still am remember'd bv thee ? 

That while thou tread'st humbly, with truth for thy 
stay, 

The path that to competence led, 
Thou pitiest the proud one who threw thee away, 

And think'st of her desolate bed 
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RAINBOWED MAY. 

Now, over violets the chaffinch hops, 

And bursts of sunshine startle wood and copse, 

With bluebells gay ; 
For heav'n is dim with showers, and mountain-tops 

Look down on rainbow'd May : 
Haste then, mechanic, take thy spade and hoes ; 
Haste to thy garden, while thy soul o'erflows 

With hope and joy ; 
And with thee take, rejoicing as he goes, 

Thy heart-awaken'd boy. 

Lo ! his cheek reddens as he lifts his eyes ! 
He grasps his rusted rake with joyful cries 

And sinews stark ; 
And to his shout his smoke-dried dog replies, 

With dusty frisk and bark ; 
For to the garden, where the red-breast hops, 
Through gleams of light that startle wood and copse 

They take their way ; 
While, bathed in dewy air, the mountain tops 

Look down on rainbow'd May. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE FIRST EMIGRANT. 

Upon the dreadful battle-field, methought, 

High on Breed's Hill, after the fight was done, 

Amid the dead, yet fearing not the dead, 

I stood before a form, that sadden'd night. 

" Featureless presence 1 Are thy tresses mist ? 

Or hast thou lineaments ? The blast unveils thee, 

Visage of mystery ! and swirls the cloud 

That seems thy carpet" From the earth it rose 

Slow, from a nameless tomb, with human göre 

Polluted in the fight of yesterday, 

Nor scatter'd the red death-dews from a flower ; 

A dim form, mingling with the tempest's light, 

All indistinct, as the moon's shrouded beams, 

Seen thro' the snow flakes, when they fluttering fall, 

Muffling the mountain echoes silently. 

The seeming brow was turn'd to heav'n, the hands 

In deprecation waved. " Cloud-involved moon ! 

Stars, that from earth's blood-bolter'd face withdraw 

Your blasted beams," exclaim'd a hollow voice ; 

" For peace I cross'd the sable rolling seas, 

Left country, friends, all, but my God, for peace 

To worship Him in truth and purity. 

I first, from persecution flying, rear'd 

The white man's home amid Columbian woods, 
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God's altar, in the unhewn temple wild 
Of Nature. There, where bright Connecticut 
Waters a sin-found Eden, with my sons 
I kneel'd, and gave the God of deserts praise. 
I kiss'd their hands ; I bade them live in love, 
And sometimes think of me ; and then I slept 
They wept ; they dug, near ocean's echoing shore, 
My narrow bed of rest ; and unknown flowers 
Bloom'd o'er it, drooping lonely. But the blood 
Of murder hath pro&ned the shuddering tomb, 
And calPd the slumberer from his bed of worms. 
In vain for peace, for peace I cross'd the seas, 
And vainly left, far east, my mother's grave ; 
Nor may my children's children dwell in peace, 
Nor worship God in truth and purity." 



HANNAH RATCLIFFE. 

If e'er she knew an evil thought, 

She spoke no evil word. 
Peace to the gentle ! she hath sought 

The bosom of her Lord. 

She lived to love, and loved to bless 
Whatever He hath made ; 

But early on her gentleness 
His chastening hand He laid. 
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Like a maim'd linnet, nursed with care, 

She graced a home of bliss ; 
And dwelt in thankful quiet there, 

To show what goodness is. 

Her presence was a noiseless power, 

That sooth'd us day by day — 
A modest, meek, secluded flower, 

That smiled, and pass'd away. 

So meek she was, that, when she died, 

We miss'd the lonely one, 
As when we feel, on Loxle/s side, 

The silent sunshine gone. 

But memory brings to sunless bowers 

The light they knew before ; 
And Hannah's quiet smile is ours, 

Though Hannah is no more. 

Her pale face visits yet my heart 

And oft my guest will be ; 
O White Rose ! thou shalt not depart ; 

But wither here with me. 
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THE WAY BROAD-LEAF. 

When Winter howls along the hill, 
We find the broad-leaf d plantain still ; 
The way broad-leaf, of herbs the chief, 
We never miss the way broad-leaf; 
Tis common as the poor. 

To soothe the cruel scorner's woes, 
Beneath the scorner's feet it grows ; 
Neglected, trampled, still it thrives, 
A creature of unnumber'd lives ; 
How like the trampled poor ! 

When roses die, it still remains ; 
Hoof-crush'd, beneath unpitying rains, 
Roll'd o'er by ringing carts and wains, 
It suffers still, but ne'er complains ; 
Just like the helpless poor ! 

Scorn'd by the bluebells — or bent o'er 
Their graves beneath the sycamore — 
Meek, modest, silent, useful still, 
It loves to do the gentle will 
Of Hirn who loves the poor ! 



Mi 



PROLOGUE TO WATT TYLER. 

A PLAY, BY JOHN WATKINS. 

While they whose sordid lusts oppress a State, 
Forestall, because they dread, the public hate, 
Slow to resent are nations ; man endures 
The curse of bondage, better than he eures. 
We tremble when the ocean, white with foam, 
Hails the deep voiee of rivers roaring home, 
And the black sky, which fire's wild instinet rends, 
Like a Niagara of clouds descends ; 
But calm sueeeeds, the mountain'd piain subsides, 
In music soon the meeken'd river glides, 
And when the wholesome hurricane is o'er, 
Earth wears a look more lovely than before. 
Not always thus, when nations, stung to rage, 
On kings and priests a war of vengeance wage ; 
E'en though triumphant, oft with min fraught, 
The human tempest strengthens what it smote ; 
O'er rout or victory, derision names 
A Louis Philippe, or a second James ; 
A CromweU or Napoleon, cursed with might, 
Turns hope to darkness, with portentous light, 
Plague firom the enthusiasfs sinless Eden brings, 
And plumed by Freedom, tramples on her wings. 
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Too seldom, if the righteous fight is won, 

Rebellion boasts a Teil or Washington ; 

But if the champion of the People feil, 

Foes only live to teil Misfortune , s < tale, 

And meanness blots, while none to praise is nigh, 

The hero's virtues, with a coward's He. 

To-night we bring, from his insulted grave, 

A man too honest to beoome a slave : 

How few admire him 1 few, perhaps, bewail'd ! 

He was a vulgär hero— for he fail'd : 

Such glorious honours soothe the patriot's shade ! 

Of such materials History is made ! 

But had his followers triumph'd, where he feil 

Fame would have hymn'd her village Hampden 

well, 
And Watt the Tyler been a William Teil. 
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S«NG. 

Bright Word of God ! that shin'st on high, 
Beneath his footstool of the sky ! 
Thou say'st He made thee bright for all, 
For rieh and poor, for great and small ; 
And canst thou lie ? 



" e 



Lo ! on the prisoner's dungeon'd eye, 
Cut off from heaven's warm blasonry, 
Thy beams of glory cannot fall ! 
Yet say'st thou, light was made for all ; 
And dost thou lie ? 

The sons of Want and Labour sign 
For air, for light, and, poison'd, die ! 
Life is to them a funeral pall ! 
Yet say'st thou, light is bright for all ; 
O do not lie ! 



To thee the lark, the eagle cry, 
The tiny wren, the little fly ; 
On thee the seas, the mountains call : 
Thou say'st, God made thee bright for all. 
And dost not lie. 
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CORONATION ODE. 

WRITTEN FOR THE SHEFFIELD WORKING MEN*S ASSOCIATION. 

Victoria, cypress-crown'd ! thou good in vain ! 
How the red wreath, with which thy name is 
bound — 
The page which teils the first deeds of thy reign, 
Black and blood-bloated — cheer the Calmuck 

hound, 
Whose growl o'er Brunswick hails thee, cypress- 
crown'd ! 

Canada weeps — and yet her dcad are free ! 

Throned o'er their blood ! who would not be a 
Queen ? 
The Queen of ntw-made gravts, who would not be ? 

Of glor/s royal flowers the loveliest seen ! 

So young ! yet all that the deplored have been ! 

Here too, O Queen, thy woe-worn people feel 
The load they bear is more than they can bear ! 

Beneath it twenty million workers reel ! 
While fifty thousand idlers rob and glare, 
And mock the sufferings which they yet may share ! 
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The drama soon will end. Four acts are past : 

The curtain rises o'er embracing foes ! 
But each dark smiler hugs his dagger fast ! 

While Doom prepares his match, and waits the 

close ! 
Queen of the Earthquake ! would'st thou win or 
lose? 

Still shall the Car of Juggernaut roll on, 
0*er broken hearts and children born in vain, 

Bannend with fire ! while " thousand men as one " 
Sink down beneath its coward wheels of pain, 
That crush our souls, through crunching blood and 
brain! 

Stop ! — for to min Antoinette was led, 
By men, who only when they died awoke ! 

Base nobles who, o'er France vain darkness spread, 
And, goading her faint steeds with stroke on stroke, 
Loaded the wain — until the axles broke ! 

t 

Stop ! — "for t?u Hosting enginfs iron Laws" 

Then saved not thrones from outraged HeavWs 
control, 
When hunger urged up to the cannon's jaws 

A sea of men, with only one wild soul ! 

Hark ! still I hear the echo of its roll ! 

vol. II. L 
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VERSES 

ON THE OPENING OF THE SHEFFIELD AND ROTHERHAM 

RAILWAY. 

Forests ! — thou river'd landscape wide ! — 
Beneath storm-threatening skies,* 

I stand on war-mark'd Winco's side, 
And see, with gladdened eyes, 

Another triumph for mankind — 

Another victory of mind 
O'er man's worst enemies. 

They come ! the shrieking steam ascends 

Slow moves the bannend train ; 
They rush ! the towering vapour bends — 

The kindled wave again 
Screams over thousands, thronging all 
To witness now the funeral 

Of law-created pain. 

Behold it — Osgathorpe, behold ! t 
Look down, and cry " All hau ! " 

Skies ! brighten into blue and gold, 
O'er all the living vale ! 

* The morning was clouded, but burst into sudden splendour 
over the rushing trains. 

f A beautiful eminence between Sheffield and Winco-bank, and, 
like the latter, overlooking a landscape of equal beauty. 
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Wan, lingering foxglove ! you, ye trees ! 

Thou wood of Tinsley ! teil the breeze 

That hell's dark cheek turns pale ; 

For Mind shall conquer time and space ; 

Bid East and West shake hands ! 
Bring, over Ocean, face to face, 

Earth's ocean-sever'd Strands ; 
And, on his path of iron, bear 
Words that shall wither, in despair, 

The tyrants of all lands. 

Eternal River ! — roaring still, 

As roar'd thy foamy wave 
When first each wild-rose-skirted rill 

Heard moorland echoes rave ; — 
Thou seest, amid thy meadows green, 
The goodliest sight that earth hath seen 

Since man raade fire his slave. 

Fire-kindling Man ! how weak wast thou 

Ere thou hadst conquer'd fire ! 
How like a wonn, on Canklow's brow, 

Thou shrank'st from winter's ire ! 
Or heard'st the torrent-gathering night 
Awake the wolf, with thee to fight, 

\Vhere these broad shades aspire ! 

l 2 
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How dismal was thy airy hall, 
Thy throne for hearthless kings ! 

But glorious was thy funeral pall ; 
And there are direr things 

Than thy red-rule of forest law, 

Thy last home in the raven's maw, 
Thy hearse of living wings. 

Yes he whom scorn and hunger ban, 

Whom ease and law belie, 
Who vainly asks his fellow man 

For " leave to toil " and die, 
Is sadder, weaker, than wast thou, 
When naked here, on Winco's brow, 

Thou didst the wolf defy. 

In vairi thoi\ mak'st the air a slave 
That jworks and will not tire ; 

And burn'st the flame-destroying wave, 
And rid'st on harness'd fire ; 

In vain — if millions toil half-fed, 

And Crompton's children, begging bread, 
Wealth-hated, curse their sire. 

Fire-kindling man ! thy life-stream runs, 
Even yet, through sighs and groans : 

Too long thy Watts and Stephensons, 
With brains have fatten'd drones ; 
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O Genius ! all too long, too oft, 
At thee the souls of clay have scofFd, 
And sold thy little ones 1 

Sold them to Miser/s dungeon gloom ; 

To Rapine's menial blow ; 
To beggar/s brawl-fill'd lodging-room, 

Where Famine curses woe ; 
Then to the death-den's workhouse floor, 
To which good Christians bring the poor, 

By stages sure and slow. 



But, lo ! the train ! — On ! onward ! — still 

Loud shrieks the kindled wave ; 
And back fly hamlet, tree, and Hill, 

White steam, and banners brave ; 
And thoughts on vapoury wings are hurFd, 
To shake old thrones and change a world, 

And dig Abaddon's grave. 

Mountains, that were when graves were not ! 

Time-humbled Templestowe,* 
Thou telFst of eagled Rome and Scott, 

What dateless years shall know ! 
Lo ! Mind prepares the final fall ; 
The many-nation'd funeral 

Of law-created woe ! 

* The remains of a fortification at the I ekles, near Rotberham. 
See Scott' s novel of " Ivanhoe." 
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Eternal River 1 — roaring now, 

As erst, in earlier years, 
Ere grief began, with youthful brow, 

To live an age of tears ; 
Thou hear'st, beneath this brightening sky, 
A voice of Power that will not die 

While man hath hopes and fears. 

He, (conquering fire, and time, and space,) 
Bids East and West shake hands ; 

Brings, over ocean, face to face, 
Earth's ocean-sever'd Strands ; 

And, on his iron road, will bear 

Words that shall wither, in despair, 
The tyrants of all lands. 



HYMN. 

Another wave is swallowM by the sea 

Of sumless waves ! 
Another year, thou past Eternity, 

Hath roll'd o'er new-made graves ! 
They open yet — to bid the living weep, 

Where tears are vain ; 
While I, unswept into the ruthless deep, 

Storm-tried and sad, remain. 
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Why am / spared ? Surely to wear away, 

By useful deeds, 
Vile traces, left beneath tn' upbraiding spray, 

Of empty shells and weeds. 
If there are deeds, which no repentance need, 

And all can do, 
Why should one heart with vain contrition bleed, 

Self-tried, and found untrue ? 
But there are things which tirae devoureth not ; 

Thoughts, whose green youth 
Flowers o'er the ashes of the unforgot, 

And words, whose fruit is truth. 
Are ye not imaged in the eternal sea, 

Things of to-day ? 
Deeds which are harvest for Eternity ! 

Ye cannot pass away. 



TRAFALGAR. 

Above the howl of ocean 

And frowning Trafalgar, 
From bursting cloud, went forth the voice 

Of elemental war ; 
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And, louder than the terapest, 

From man, the insect, came, 
Beneath the frown of Trafalgar, 

His deadly voice of flame. 

But, ere it rent the blackness 
Which God's stern brow cast wide, 

" Now, Victory or Westminster ! " 
Said Nelson, in his pride. 

4i My comrades, do your duty ! 

Or what will England say ? "* 
" They shall ! " cried accents from the deep, 

Where dead men weitering lay. 

Red Horror tore the tempest ; 

Down stoop'd both sea and sky ; 
And, like a flood on Collingwood, 

The clouds rush'd from on high. 

Life pledged for life, arm'd thousands 

Join'd then in horrid strife. 
O Life, thou art an awful thing ! — 

For what is God but Life ? 

Shouts, groans, and man's dread thunder, 

Made up one dismal cry : 
The affrighted storm ask'd what it meant, 

And Death made no reply. 

* " England expects eveiy man to do his duty. " 



TRAFALGAR. 153 

But, on the grave of thousands, 

A silent spirit trod ; 
He clasp'd them in th' embrace of Death — 

And what is Death but God? 

He cared not for their glory, 

He ask'd not of their cause ; 
While, right or wrong, the weak and strong 

Obeyed alike his laws. 

One tyrant lost his war-ships ; 

Worse tyrants summ'd their gains ; 
And toil-worn nations sang and danced, 

(As maniacs dance,) in chains ! 

How like an empty bubble 

The turmoil pass'd away ! 
" \Vhere are the weak ? " said sun and cloud — 

" The mighty ! — where are they ? " 

And birds of light and calmness — 

Where dolphins gamboll'd free, 
And heroes in their glory lay — 

Flew over the smooth sea. 

And, from his throne of silence, 

The God of Peace look'd down, 
Though sternly, on their bed of death, 

With pity in his frown. 



154 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

For Spaniard, Frank, and Briton, 
All peaceful in one grave, 

Like babies in their nurses* arms, 
Slept under the green wave. 

Image of God ! through horrors 
" That make the angels weep," 

Why seek the gift that comes unsought- 
His boon of dreadful sleep ? 



HYMN. 

Nurse of the Pilgrim Sires, who sought, 

Beyond the Atlantic foam, 
For fearless truth and honest thought, 

A refuge and a home ! 
Who would not be of them or thee 

A not unworthy son, 
That hears, amid the chain'd or free, 

The name of Washington ? 

Cradle of Shakspeare, Milton, Knox ! 

King-shaming CromwelPs throne ! 
Home of the Russells, Watts, and Lockes ! 

Earth's greatest are thine own : 
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And shall thy children forge base chains 

For men that would be free ? 
No ! by thy Elliots, Hampdens, Vanes, 

Pyms, Sydneys, yet to be ! 

No ! — for the blood which kings have gorged 

Hath made their vicrims wise, 
While every lie that Fraud hath forged 

Veils wisdom from his eyes : 
But time shall change the despot's mood : 

And Mind is mightiest then, 
When turning evil into good, 

And monsters into men. 

If round the soul the chains are bound 

That hold the world in thrall — 
If tyrants laugh when men are found 

In brutal fray to fall — 
Lord ! let not Britain arm her hands, 

Her sister states to ban ; 
But bless through her all other lands, 

Thy family of Man. 

For freedom if thy Hampden fought, 

For peace if Falkland feil ; 
For peace and love if Bentham wrote, 

And Burns sang wildly well — 
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Let Knowledge, strengest of the strong, 
Bid hate and discord cease ; 

Be this the bürden of her song : 
" Love, Liberty, and Peace ! " 

Then, Father, will the nations all, 

As with the sound of seas, 
In universal festival, 

Sing words of joy, like these : — 
Let each love all, and all be free, 

Receiving as they give ; 
Lord ! — Jesus died for Love and Thee ! 

So let thy children live ! 



LINES. 

WRITTEN FOR THE SHEFFIELD MECHANICS' FIRST EXH1BITION. 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter, 

Come duly, as of old ; 
Winds blow, suns set, and morning saith, 

" Ye hüls, put on your gold !" 
Gray Stanage and his mountain'd sea 

Roll, granite-billow'd, ever ; 
And Loxley, Sheaf, and Ewden, leave 

Their dewy Valleys never. 



LINES. 157 

The song of Homer liveth ; 

Dead Solon is not dead ; 
Thy splendid narae Pythagoras, 

O'er realms of suns is spread i 
If Milton's lay could pass from earth, 

Heaven's bards that lay might cherish ; 
And Watfs great deed hath changed a world, 

And will not, cannot perish. 



But Babylon and Memphis 

Are letters traced in dust : — 
Read them, earth's tyrants . — ponder well 

The might in which ye tnist ! 
They rose, while all the depths of guilt 

Their vain creators sounded : 
They feil, because on fraud and force 

Their coraer-stones were founded. 



Truth, Mercy, Knowledge, Justice, 

Are powers that ever stand ; 
They build their temples in the soul, 

They work with God's right hand ; 
Their sword is thought ! the minds they teach 

Grow daily, hourly wiser ; 
But Memphian Kings found ignorance 

Their true and last adviser ! 
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Then, Trader, Lord, or Yeoman, 

If thou a patriot art — 
If thou would'st weep to see the light 

Of England's name depart, 
Her streets blood-flooded, and her plains 

In boundless confiagration — 
Instruct her poor benighted sons, 

And save a sinking nation 1 



Shall we not lift the lowly, 

Whom law and custom ban ? 
O help us to exalt and praise 

God, in the mind of man ! 
Art thou a Man ? Then, haste to aid, 

Perchance, a sireless brother ! 
And in his parent, worn with want, 

" O son ! behold thy mother !" 



Friends of the chain'd in spirit ! 

Set free our soul-bound slaves ! 
And a redeemed and thankful world 

Shall smile upon your graves ; 
Age after age shall see your deeds 

In useful beauty growing — 
Still gathering strength to save and bless- 

Like streams to ocean flowing. 
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Ye too, whose aims are selfish, 

Who plough that ye may reap ! 
Come hither ! here for harvest sow, 

And give to get and keep ! 
Bless and be bless'd, thou sordid son, 

And thou more sordid father ! 
Plant gloom with light — and you and yours 

A thousandfold shall gather. 

Like sunbeams to the moorland, 

Or rest to weary woe, 
Or silence to the Sabbath hüls, 

Your names will come and go 1 
Your worth, like Ewden, lingering 

Around his hawthorn blossoms — 
Or Stanage beckoning to his clouds — 

Shall live in other bosoms. 



HYMN. 

Lord ! to the rose thy light and air 
Impart the glory which they share ; 
To air's embrace her sweets she owes — 
With morn's warm kiss her beauty glows. 
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Hark 1 how it floats the vale along 1 
Tis music's voice 1 'tis Nature's song 1 
It charms the woods, the rocks, the skies ; 
And, hark ! how echo's soul replies ! 

The lone flower hears the skylark sing, 
And trembles like bis raptured wing ; 
But pays the song that cheer'd and bless'd, 
With dewdrops, shed beside his nest 

The wQd bird bears the foodful seed 
To farthest wilds, where birds would feed ; 
Lo ! food Springs up where hunger died, 
And beauty clothes the desert wide ! 

Streams trade with clouds, seas trade with heav'n, 
Air trades with light, and is forgiv'n ; 
While man would make all climes his own, 
But chain'd by man, laments alone. 

Where torrid climes intensely glow, 
Lo, trade buys gold with polar snow ! 
Then let Bordeaux hire Glasgow^ loora, 
And in our hearts Gaul's vintage bloom ! 

Thy winds, O God ! are free to blow; 
Thy streams are free to chime and flow; 
Thy clouds are free to roam the sky ; 
Let man be free his arts to ply ! 



HYMN. l6l 

The fiends would chain the winds and sea, 
Who famish men and übel Thee ; 
Lord ! give us hope ! O banish fear I 
" From every face wipe every tear ! " 



The present, future, past, 

What are they, Lord, but Thee? 

Thou art, and ever wast, 
What hath been and will be. 

Thou only seest the sun 
To which slow ages tend — 

And art the Unbegun, 
Which is, and cannot end 

The generations gone, 
What are they but a word ? 

All, all that all have done, 
Is but thy whisper, Lord. 

The deeds which, in old song, 
Like stars of morning shine, 

Are accents from thy tongue — 
Unwritten words of thine. 

VOI- II. M 
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Before Thee, Homers name, 
Ere Greece was naraed, went förth ; 

And, like a word of flarae, 
Glared Alaric from the North. 

Methinks I hear thy voice, 
Prophetic, at this hour — 

Where evil powers rejoice, 
And worship evil power. 

A word of fatal tone, 

The blind shall hear and see ; 

A word of fire unblown 
On them shall written be. 

Lo ! things of earth combine, 
To curse the blesskd sod ! 

Bid God his power resign ! 
And clench their fists at God. 

And dreadful art Thou, Lord, 
Thy words are dreadful then, 

When men make law a sword, 
To smite the rights of men ! 

The dust of patriots dead 
Hears then thy stillest tones ; 

Pale tyrants, waxing red, 

Crouch frighted on their thrones ; 



HYMN. 163 



For wrongs go forth in might, 
Like whirlwind on the sea ; 

When vengeance strikes for right, 
What is he, Lord, but Thee ? 



Wrong not the labouring poor by whom ye live ! 

Wrong not your humble fellow-worms, ye proud ! 
For God will not the poor man's wrongs forgive, 

But hear his plea, and have his plea allowed. 

O be not like the vapours, splendour roird, 

That, sprung frora earth's green breast, usurp the 
sky, 

Then spread around contagion black and cold, 
Till all who mourn the dead prepare to die ! 

No ! imitate the bounteous clouds, that rise, 
Freighted with bliss, from river, vale, and piain ; 

The thankful clouds, that beautify the skies, 
Then fill the lap of earth with fruit and grain. 

Yes ! emulate the mountain and the flood, 
That trade in blessings with the mighty deep ; 

Till, sooth'd to peace, and satisfied with good, 
Man's heart be happy as a child asleep. 

M 2 
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Lord ! not for vengeanoe rave the wxong'd, 

The withering hopes, the woes prolong'd ! 

Our cause is just, our Judge divine ; 

But judgment, God of all 1 is thine. 

We call not on thy foes the doom 

That scouiged the proud of wretched Rome, 

Who stole, for few, the lands of dl, 

To make all life a funeral. 

But not in vain thy millions call 

On thee, if thou art Lord of all ; 

And, by thy works, and by thy word, 

Hark I millions cry for justice, Lord ? 



THE UNWRITTEN WORD, 



Hast thou not spoken, God, 
When wrongs unchain the slave ; 

And slaves make every sod 
A slave's or tyrant's grave ? 
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Dost Thou not speak to all, 
When names, made bright by thee, 

Blaze coraet-like, and fall 
From heaven to obloquy? 

How like a trumpet's blast, 

By thee in whirlwind blown, 
Thy stern Napoleon past 

Through shrieks of states o'erthrown ! 

What crush'd him, disarra/d, 

When perish'd man and steed ? 
Thy outraged laws of trade ! 

TTuy crush'd him, like a weed ! 

A voice of many sighs, 

Woe's still small voice of doora, 
Whisper'd . — and seas and skies 

Sang, " Lo, the Island-Tomb ! " 

For hosts, of many tongues, 

That voice arra/d in might ; 
A universe of wrongs 

Arm'd wrongers for the right 

But cursed by battles won, 
What learn'd they, triumph-taught ? 

That victory, self-undone, 
Hath lost the fight unfought 
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Napoleon could not shake 
What pigmies have o'erthrown ! 

O outraged England, wake ! 
O Nature, claim thy own ! 

When sluül we hear again 
Thy still small whisper, God? 

O break the bondman's chain ! 
Uncurse the tax-plough'd sod ! 

If still thy name is love, 
Be Labour's sons thy care 1 

And from thy earth remove 
The vermin all can spare. 

Deaf reptiles ! they devour 
The honey and the tree, 

Root, branches, fruit, and flower ; 
But not our trust in Thee ! 



EPITAPH. 

FOR A MONUMENT TO MAJOR CARTWRIGHT. 

-Here lies the man, for virtues only known, 
Who look'd on Truth's fair face, and saw his own 
Therefore, this humble verse attention craves ; 
For good men's lives are hoher than their graves. 
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Greater than Colon, name renown'd 

In famed Discovery^ rolls, 
Here lies Charles Dickens, who first found 

That poor folks may have souls»* 



EPIGRAM. 

44 Prepare to meet the King of Terrors," cried 
To prayerless Want, his plunderer ferret-eyed : 
" I am the King of Terrors," Want replied.t 

* But Dickens will not thank us for doing him more than justice. 
Let it not bc forgotten that he had in Bulwer a precursor worthy of 
him ; nor let the class whom that precursor has so highly bonourcd 
in being one of thera, fail to add four words to the question asked 
by one of his humble characters : " If little Paul should Ix* 
scragged ?" Who is to blame 1 

t Colonel Thompson. 
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COLONEL THOMPSON IN PALACE YARD. 

Who is that small Napoleon-featured pleader? 
The sage, whose metaphois are demonstrations ; 
The bard, whose music yet shall teach all narions 
That ignorance is want, war, waste, and treason ; 
Thompson! the Hadyn and Molifere of reason. 
Clear-voiced as evening's throstle, o f er the booming 
Of conscious forests heard when storms are Coming, 

He stills these thousands, like a people's leader. 



PELHAM. 

We spoke of Bulwer. " He was great 
In style and thought" Could he create ? 
" He could both execute and plan." 
His book was making then a stir, 
And a still youth beside us säte. 
"What do you think of Bulwer, Sir?" 
And, placid-eyed, the youth replied, 

" He is a Gentleman." 
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INSCRIPTION. 

Here lies the man who stripp'd Sin bare, 
And kept her lean, on hard-earn'd fare ; 
Who forced the poor at home to stay, 
But rode to church on Sabbath-day ; 
And went to heav'n, the sinless say, 
Because he bother'd God with prayer, 
And would not let Him have his way. 



ANN. 

The broken heart, that loves in vain, 

Resigns the loved one never, 
But, in despair, still hopes to gain 

The lpst for ever : 
Then, greet the shy morn's treacherous glow, 

Thou pale autumnal blossom, 
Ere chill Novembers sleet and snow 
Beat on thy bosom ! 
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So, Ann still loved : it was her doom 

To love, in shame and sorrow : 
Charles came no more ! but " He will come," 

She said, " to-morrow." 
Oh, yet for her, deep bliss remain'd ! 

She dream'd he came, and kiss'd her ! 
And, in that hour, the angels gain'd 
Another sister. 



EPIGRAM. 

Said Death to Pol Sly, " Put no rum in thy tea, 
Or die as thy mother died, aged twenty-three." 
Pol gave him an answer that Struck the churl dumb, 
" My mother, you know, put no tea in her rum." 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL IN DARTFIELI) 

CHURCHYARD. 

Man draws his fleeting breath 

In doubt and fear, 
Though life for ever blooms, 
And smiling ev*n on tombs, 
Bids beauty say to death, 

" What dost thou here ? " 
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EPIGRAM. 



The scoundrel's virtues Candid takes on trust, 
But sifts for good men's faults their very dust 



STEAM IN THE DESERT. 

" God made all nations of one blood," 
And bade the nation-wedding flood 

Bear good-for-good to men : 
Lo, interchange is happiness ! 
The mindless are the riverless ! 

The shipless have no pen ! 

What deed sublime by them is wrought ? 
What type have they of speech or thought, 

What soul-ennobled page ? 
No record teils their tale of pain ! 
Th* Unwritten History of Cain 

Is theirs, from age to age. 

Steam ! — if the nations grow not old 
That see broad ocean's " back of gold," 

Or hear him in the wind — 
Why dost not thou thy banner shake 
O'er sealess, streamless lands, and make 

One nation of mankind ? 
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If rivers are but seeking rest, 

E^n when they climb from ocean's breast 

To plant on earth the rose ; 
If good for good is doubly bless'd ; 
Oh, let the seve^d east and west 

In action find repose ! 

Yes, let the wilderness rejoice, 

The voiceless champaign hear the voice 

Of millions long estranged ; 
That waste, and want, and war may cease ! 
And all men know, That Love and Peace 

Are — Good for Good Exchanged ! 



GRACE BEFORE MEAT. 

We thank Thee, Lord, for this our food, 
By honest, useful efforts won : 

Requite us still with good for good ! 
So let thy will on earth be done. 



GRACE AFTER MEAT. 

Lord, Thou hast given, oh, ever give 
The food by which thy children live ! 
Blessings to them who blessings earn, 
Not ill for ill, wilt Thou return. 
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EPITAPH ON A SKILFUL WORKMAN. 

No column's capital lies shatter'd here ; 
Reader ! a column's base demands thy tear. 



HE IS NOT HERR 

I found him in his sleep unending, 

And could not shed a tear ; 
I kiss'd his lips, long o'er him bending, 

And sobb'd, " He is not here." 

Men bore him to the home of sleepers ; 

I walk'd behind the bier ; 
Around him many were the weepers ; 

I sobb'd, " He is not here." 

I sought the place where he was sleeping, 
When none but we were near ; 

I knelt upon his grave-stone weeping, 
And sigh'd, " He is not here." 
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BEWARE OF DOGMAS. 

Two pilgrims, broiling in the sun, 

Did once to Glasgow come. 

Each had but twopence. James bought mm, 

With all his cash ; and Charles a bun — 

Of his two pennies saving one. 

Charles died of fever in a week ! 

James lives and thrives, is stout and sleek, 

And keeps, abjuring rum and gin, 

A Temperance inn. # 

* While Temperance is practised by all freetraders, Teetotal is 
preached by almost every advocate of the monopolists. To the 
latter, anything but the right thing is the one thing needful. Their 
legislation prohibits hope ; and as a nüe, scarcely admitting an ex 
ception, it may be said that drunkenness is despair. I never met 
with a teetotalist who could fathom the profundity of their stock 
argument, "That strong liquors would not be drunk if nobody 
drank them ; " nor with one who could give a good reason why 
alcohol should not be sold without license, as other poisons are. 
Few persons take aquafortis in excess ; I am a waterdrinker because 
I find that alcohol is injurious to me ; but I am not an interdicter of 
alcohol to those whom it blesses ; and they are many l Even to me. 
after much toil, a chrystal of it, melted in a calm cup of rest, is a 
great blessing. 
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WHO HATH A DEVIL? 

Wrongs, in themselves, are feeble weeds, 

And yet how fast they grow ! 
For släves make tyrants, and the seeds 

Of all that tyrants sow. 
Weeds, tyrants know, wherever sown, 

Will clothe in weeds the sod : 
Therefore they say, " Man, mind thy own, 

And leave the rest to GocL" 
But God hath wilPd that wretched man 

Shall work while it is day, 
And help his brethren, if he can, 

Along their painful way ; 
Nor fail to plant, as on he goes 

From humble door to door, 
Soul-featured Beaut/s pink or rose, 

To bless and raise the poor. 



LET ME REST. 

He does well who does his best 
Is he weary ? let him rest : 
Brothers ! I have done my best, 
I am weary — let me rest 
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After toiling oft in vain, 
Baffled, yet to struggle fain ; 
After toiling long, to gain 
Little good with mickle pain ; 
Let me rest — But lay me low, 
Where the hedgeside roses blow ; 
Where the little daisies grow, 
When the winds a-maying go ; 
Where the footpath rustics plod ; 
Where the breeze-bow'd poplars nod ; 
Where the old woods worship God ; 
Where His pencil paints the sod ; 
Where the wedded throstle sings ; 
Where the young bird tries his wings ; 
Where the wailing plover swings 
Near the runlet's rushy Springs ! 
Where, at times, the tempest's roar, 
Shaking distant sea and shore, 
Still will rave old Barnesdale o'er ; 
To be heard by me no more ! 
There, beneath the breezy west, 
Tired and thankful, let me rest, 
Like a child, that sleepeth best 
On its gentle mother's breast. 
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BRITISH RURAL COTTAGES IN 1842. 

The scentless rose, train'd by the poor, 
May sometimes grace the peasant's door ; 
But when will comfort enter there ? 
Beauty without, hides death within, 
Like flowers upon the shroud of sin : 
For ev*n the poor man's marriage-joys, 
His wife, his sad-lipp'd girls and boys, 
In mercy or in mockery given, 
But brighten, with their " honr of heav'n," 
A life of ghastly toil and care : 
His pay is pain, his hope despair, 
Although the cottage-rose is fair ! 
Out of his weekly pittance small, 
Three crowns, for children, wife, and all, 
Poor British Slave ! how can he save 
A pittance for his evening's dose ? 
No roses deck the workhouse-grave ! 
Where is the aged pauper's rose I 



EPIGRAM. 

I know, thy vileness is thy might, 
And that thou 'rt in thy weakness strong ; 
I do not ask thee to do right ; 
But, paltry creature, do no wrong. 
voi- 11. x 
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YOUNG ENGLAND. 

I met a sage who had been dead 
A hundred years and more ; 

And still he said what he had said 
A hundred years before : 

Then, met I one (a rogue's sly son,) 

Who printed what the other said, 
And praised it, ev*n with tears : 

Alas ! he also had been dead 
A hundred years. 



EPIGRAM. 

In speech and print, in prose and song, 
Still aiding StarvealFs right to wrong, 
How oft the people's knaves have shown, 
" That mine is his, and his his own ! " * 

* See lines by C. R. Pemberton. Poor Charles ! 
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POOR CHARLES. 

Shunn'd by the rieh, the vain, the dull, 

Truth's all-forgiving son, 
The gentlest of the beautiful, 

His painful course hath run ; 
Content to live, to die resign'd, 
In meekness proud of wishes kind, 

And duties nobly done. 

A godlike child hath left the earth ; 

In heav'n a child is born : 
Cold World ! thou could'st not know his worth, 

And well he earn'd thy scorn ; 
For he believed that all may be 
What martyrs are, in spite of thee, 

Nor wear thy crown of thorn. 

Smiling, he bound it round his brain, 

And dared what martyrs dare ; 
For God, who wastes nor joy nor pain, 

Had arm'd his soul to bear ; 
But vain his hope to find below 
That peace which heav'n alone can know ; 

He died — tö seek it there. 

N 2 
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ON A ROSE IN DECEMBER. 

Stay yet, pale flower, though Coming storms will tear 

thee, 
My soul grows darker, and I cannot spare thee. 



WAR. 

The victories of mind, 
Are won for all mankind ; 
But war wastes what it wins, 
Ends worse than it begins, 
And is a game of woes, 
Which nations always lose : 
Though tyrant tyrant kill, 
The slayer liveth still. 



SONNET ON A PAIR OF SPECTACLES. 

How many men, who liv'd to bless mankind, 
Have died unthank'd ! Far-teaching and self-taught. 
They did what learning scorns to leara or teach ; 
Their deeds are portion of the general thought ; 
Their thoughts have pass'd into the common speech, 
And labour's wages ; yet they left behind 
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Nor name, nor record ! save the good which grew 
Out of the sacrifice that gives and saves. 
Lo, what a tree is rising from their graves, 
To shelter, ev'n on earth, the wise and true ! 
Then, worship not famed words, which, like the winds, 
Or Homers song, seem things that cannot die, 
And ever lived : they are but names of minds 
\Vhose good or evil speaks immortally. 



TO FANNY ANN. 

As the flower bloweth, 
As the stream floweth, 
Daughter of beauty, 
Do thou thy duty. 
What, though the morrow 
May dawn in sorrow ? 
Ev'n as light hasteth, 
Darkness, too, wasteth : 
Morn then discloses, 
Raindrops on roses ! 
Daughter of beauty, 
What, then, is duty ? 
Time says, " Death knoweth !" 
Death says, "Time showeth ! w 
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LAW. 

Lawgiver, if thy aim is good, 

Make thy laws known, and understood.* 



MONODY ON JOHN KEATS. 

*7 He lived and loved ! He was a power 

That left its thought more feit than spoken : 
\^ " A fading flowei* ! a falling shower ! 

A breaking wave \" which now is broken.f 
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Can greatness die, and be unbora ? 

It cannot, thou in scorn repliest : 
He perish'd in his " scorn of scorn," 

And lowest deem'd, of all was highest 

* I know a young lady who, when four years of age, could not 
learn her letters. Often chided, and at last severely, she burst into 
tears. Her raother wept too, and without suspecting tbe cause of 
the evil, wrote an aiphabet in large letters, which thechild mastered 
in a week. But when she returned to school, she still could not 
learn. It was then discovered that she was born short-sighted ; and 
it is affecting now to hear her say, that whenever she had been 
chided, she believed she was in fault. How many victims of our 
conservators of ignorance have gone to the scaftold with a similar 
perplexing conviction on their minds, and hearing, even in death, 
the death-chaplain (ignorantly, but not therefore innooently, ) advo- 
cate the murderous cause ! 

f See Shelley" s Adonais. 
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A vapour quench'd his visions grand : 
Ah, hope destro/d is worth's undoing ! 

He left tbe deathless deed he plann'd 
A deed undone — And what a ruin !• 



TO A LADY, 

WHO COMPLAINED THAT SHE COULD NOT DECYPHER MY SIG- 
NATUR B, AND THAT I HAD ADDRBSSBD HER AS A " CEMENT 
MANUFACTURER," WHERKAS SHE WAS MOVING IN THE 
FIRST CIRCLES OP SOCIETY. 

Tm sorry that my ill-scrawrd name 

Defeated my intent ; 
And that I styled so grand a dame, 

" A maker of ceraent" 
Forgive me, Madam ! I confess, 

A grievous fault was mine : 
I own'd your claim to usefulness, 

But knew not you were fine. 

* Hyperion, A Fragment. 
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TO WED, OR NOT TO WED. 

THOMAS. 

I'm tired of single life ; 

111 live alone no more ; 
111 wed a loved and loving wife ; 

My sire did so before : 
How brightly, then, my fire will blaze ! 

How sweetly Ann will sing ! 
We shall be merry all our days, 

As skylarks on the wing. 

WILLIAM. 

Bless'd is the raated bird ; 

And where she, brooding, cowers, 
Melodies of the heart are heard, 

Amid the hawthorn-flowers. 
Though liehest wines, their sweetness fled, 

Grow dull, and acrid too ; 
I say not, "Thomas, do not wed !" 

For God says, " Thomas, do ! " 
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NOT FOR NOUGHT. 

Do and suffer nought in vain : 

Let no trifle trifling be : 
If the salt of life is pain, 

Let eVn wrongs bring good to thee ; 
Good to others, few or many; 
Good to all, or good to any. 

If roen curse thee, plant -their lies 
Where, for truth, they best may grow ; 

Let the railers make thee wise, 
Preaching peace, where'er thou go : 

God no useless plant hath planted, 

Evil (wisely used) is wanted 

If the nation-feeding com 

Thriveth under iced snow ; 
If the small bird, on the thorn, 

Useth well its guarded sloe ; 
Bid thy cares thy comforts double ; 
Gather fruit from thorns of trouble. 

See the Rivers ! how they run 

Strong in gloom, and strong in light ! 

Like the never-wearied sun, 
Through the day, and through the night, 

Each along his path of duty, 

Turning coldness into beauty ! 
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THOMAS HOBBES IN 1651. 

The labour that but stirs the earth 
Imparts to worthless matter worth. 



ADAM SMITH 1766. 

Wealth is not only coin or gold, 

But beef, cloth, brandy, rye ; 
And all that can be bought or sold 

Is property. 



TURGOT IN 1774. 

The right to buy is the right to seil, 
And the right to get and save : 

Free commerce is a consequence 
Of the right to earn and have. 
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SONG. 

They say Fm old, because Fm grey, 
The agfed bard, they now call me ! 

But grey or green, I boldly say, 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 

Though sixty years and ten may doom 
Tired men to rest with worms and me ; 

With sixty gone, and ten to come, 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 

My eyes flash fiame, my heart is glad, 
When poor men shake their sides with glee ; 

And though they cry, " Come on, Old Lad !" 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 

While soars the skylark high and higher, 
And bids the mountains wake, to see, 

How morn can üll my veins with fire, 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 

Thou brightening cloud, that sail'st afar 
Where screams the falcon, wheeling free ! 

Teil yonder fading, winking star, 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 
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OH, TELL US ! 

Companion'd each by all and none, 
A mob of souls, yet each alone, 
We journey to the dread Unknown. 

In nothing found, in all things shown, 

In all life living, yet alone, 

Where may it be, that dread Unknown ? 

Oh, who, or what, so dreadly shown, 

And world-attended, yet alone, 

Is that all-sought, all-known Unknown ? 



RELIGION. 

What is Religion? "Speak the truth in love." 
Reject no good. Mend, if thou canst, thy lot. 
Doubting, enquire, — nor dictate tili thou prove. 
Enjoy thy own — exceed not, trespass not 
Pity the scorners öf life's meanest thing. 
If wrong'd, forgive — that Hate may lose his sting. 
Think, speak, work, get — bestow, or wisely keep. 
So live, that thou ma/st sraile, and no one weep. 
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Be bless'd — like birds, that sing because they love ; 
And bless — like rivers, singing to the sun, 
Giving and taking blessings, as they run ; 
Or soft-voiced showers, that cool the answering grove, 
When cloudy wings are wide in heav'n display'd, 
And blessings brighten o'er the freshen'd sod, 
Till earth is like the countenance of God. 
This is Religion ! saith the bard of trade. 



SONNET. 

In these days, every mother's son or daughter 
Writes verse, which no one reads except the writer, 
Although, unink'd, the paper would be whiter, 
And worth, per ream, a hare, when you have caught 

her. - 
Hundreds of unstaunch'd Shelleys daily water 
Unanswering dust; a thousand Wordsworths scribble; 
And twice a thousand Cornlaw Rhymers dribble 
Rhymed prose, unread. Hymners of fraud and 

slaughter, 
By cant call'd other names, alone find buyers — 
Who buy, but read not " What a loss in paper," 
Groans each immortal of the host of sighers ! 
" What profanation of the midnight taper 
In expirations vile ! But I write well, 
And wisely print Why don't my poems seil?" 
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EPIGRAM. 

Free Trade means work for beef, not bone ; 

It means that men are brothers ; 
That every man should have his own, 

And nobody another's. 



SONNET. 

John. In the sound of that rebellious word 

There is brave music. Jack, and Jacobin, 

Are vulgär terms ; law-link'd to shame and sin, 

They have a twang of Jack the Hangman's cord : 

Yet John hath merit which can well affbrd 

To be calPd Jack's. By life's stränge offs and ons ! 

Glory hath had great dealings with the Johns, 

Since history first awaked where fable snored. 

John Cade, John Huss, John Hampden, and John 

Knox! 
Ay, these were names of fellows who had will. 
John Wilsons name, far sounded, sounds not ill ; 
But how unlike John Milton's, or John Locke's ! 
John Bright, like Locke and Milton, scorns paid 

sloth ; 
And Johnson might have liked to gibbet both. 
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SONNET. 

Some famous authors trade in mental sleep, 
Lulling grown babies with a printed beebee : 
Profound the leam'd them call, the vulgär deep : 
Though o'er their pages none can laugh or weep, 
And dull as coffin'd dust may he or she be, 
Their dear no-meaning sells, and that's enough : 
If I don't understand Sir Riddles' stuff, 
Sir Riddles does — how clever, then, must he be ! 
At shrines whose mysteries have gods of wood, 
The age-long pilgrimage brings crowds to pray ; 
But in a month, a fortnight, or a day, 
Dead drops th' immortal who is understood ! 
Clear as the crystal pane that fronts the north, 
His worth is seen through, therefore nothing worth. 



TAKE v. GIVE. 

Said Play to Work, " Our tax on food 
Is useful, though I say iL" 

" To you it may be," Work replied, 
" Or why force me to pay it ?" 
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SONNET. 

From cloud-swept Snowgate, Dearne ! now swift, now 

slow, 
Thou comest, playing still a busy tune ; 
And while rieh woodbines braid the locks of 

June, 
And wild hedge-roses in her bosom glow, 
That tune is sweet On, sky-fed Wanderer, go ! 
Waste not at monkish Burton this bright hour ; 
Pass Darfield's meads, and many a blossom'd 

bower ; 
Bid Wath good night ! and sleep at Conisbro 1 , 
In Don's cold arms. Here, scarcely heard to lisp, 
Thy waters bask in evening's purply gold, 
And round thy lilies — fresh, blush-tinged, and 

crisp — 
Linger, as loth to leave this loveliest scene — 
Bard of the Rustic Wreath ! my tale is told ; 
I stand again, where thou hast often been. 
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ON THE CORONATION OF VICTORIA THE 

FIRST. 

WEHTEN POR THE PRINTERS OP SHEFFIELD. 

What ! here again, Old Caxton ? 

Thou'rt welcome, as before : 
Calm emblem of long-slumbering strength, 
That» like a giant, waked, at length, 

To sleep no more 1 

Evil lives long, Old Caxton ! 

Long, too, live sky and sea ; 
And Truth's worst foes as well roight try 
To tarne and fetter sea and sky, 

As conquer thee. 

Yet since we last beheld thee, 
Five years of shame have past ; 
And still the toil-worn millions groan, 
And traitors still call ours their own, 

And grasp it fast 

This is not well, Old Caxton ! 
Yet still in truth we trust ; 
If rocks are worn by sea and sky, 
The Press may Freedorn's foes defy ; 

They are but dusL 
vol. II. o 
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Thou noblest apparition 

That mortal eye hath seen, 
Since Power went down to Death's dark shore ! 
Could fitter symbol stand before 

A British Queen? 



FAREWELL TO RIVILIN. 

WRITTBN FOK MUSIC, AT THE KEQUBST OP A. WOOD, BSQ. 

Beautiful River ! goldenly shining, 
Where with the cistus woodbines are twining ; 
(Birklands around thee, mountains above thee,) 
Rivilin wildest ! do I not love thee? 

Why do I love thee, Heart-breaking River ? 
Love thee, and leave thee ? Leave thee for ever ! 
Never to see thee, where the storms greet thee ! 
Never to hear thee, rushing to meet me ! 

Never to hau thee, joyfully chiming 
Beauty in music, Sister of Wiming ! 
Playfully mingling laughter and sadness, 
Ribbledin's Sister ! sad in thy gladness. 

Why raust I leave thee, mournfully sighing 
Man is a shadow ? River undying ! 
Dream-like he passeth, cloud-like he wasteth, 
E'en as a shadow over thee hasteth. 
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Oh, when thy poet, weary, reposes, 
Coffin'd in slander, far from thy roses, 
Teil all thy pilgrims, Heart-breaking River ! 
Teil them I loved thee — love thee for ever ! 

Yes,- for the spirit blooms ever vernal ; 
River of Beauty ! love is eternal : 
While the rock reeleth, storm-struck and riven, 
Safe is the fountain flowing from heav'n. 

There wilt thou hail nie, joyfully chiming 
Beauty in music, Sister of Wiming ! 
Homed with the angels, hasten to greet nie, 
Glad as the heathflower, glowing to meet thee. 



THE DEAD ARE LIVING. 

Ask not the unreplying tomb, 

" Where are the dead ?" 
But ask the hawthorn-bloom, 

Returning still 

To vale and hill ; 

The verdure, spread 

Wide as the seas ; 

The flowers, the trees, 

The river's song ; 

o 2 
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The gain that laughs, the loss that weeps 

The strong deed of the strong, 
That ever works, and never sleeps. 
Or ask the ever-taking, ever-giving, 

Deep ocean, and blue sky; 
And they wiU teil thee, that the dead are living, 

And cannot die. 



A COWARD'S BLOW. 

The strong man smote his wife ; 

No help for her was nigh ; 
No strength had she, to fight for life 

She died, and he must die ! 



Sad is it to be weak, 

And sadder to be wrong ; 
But if the strong God's Statutes break, 

Tis saddest to be strong. 
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IVY. 

" Let me folget," the sufferer prays, 

" Past failings, faults, and sorrows ! 
There is no use in Yesterdays 

That do not bless To-morrows ; 
Who would not faint on life's dread waste, 

And sicken at man's doings, 
If the slow ivy made not haste 

To cover the soul's ruins ? n 



EPITAPH, 

ON AN ACTIVE TRADESMAN. 

This headless column on a stone — 

VVhat may this mournful shaft betoken ? 
Pale orphans answer, with their moan, 
" The key-stone of an arch is gone ! 
A mother's heart is broken." 
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EPIGRAM. 

Companionship in toil or sorrow 
Makes every man a brother : 

Till we have work'd or wept together 
We do not know each other. 



WRITTEN AFTER READING GOETHES 

FAUST. 

Clothe truth in light, and men shall deem thee 

mad ; 
But give to thought a dream's profundities, 
And learning's seif, for worth they never had, 
Shall praise thy pages, and pronounce thee wise : 
Old readers still shall find thee new to them, 
As o'er thy lines for hidden wealth they pore, 
To prop the Ancient House of Fallacies : 
At each old nothing wondering more and more ; 
Shouting, " Eureka," as they turn it o'er ; 
Shall each discoverer laud his special gern ! 
For deep and safe the buried meaning lies 
That never lived, and therefore never dies. 
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EPITAPH. 

Reader ! since God expects thee, too, 
Be, like our brother, kind and true ; 
Then, will three words thy worth express, 
Honesty, Love, and Usefulness. 



WOMAN. 

What highest prize hath woman won 

In science, or in art ? 
What mightiest work, by woman done, 

Boasts city, field, or mart ? 
" She hath no Raphael !" Painting saith ; 

" No Newton !" Learning cries ; 
" Show us her Steam-ship ! her Macbeth ! 

Her thought-won victories." 

Wait, boastful Man ! Though worthy are 
Thy deeds, when thou art true, 

Things worthier still, and hoher far, 
Our sister yet will do ; 
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For this the worth of woman shows, 

On eveiy peopled shore, 
That still as man in wisdom grows, 

He honours her the more. 

Oh, not for wealth, or ferne, or power, 

Hath man's meek angel striven, 
But, silent as the giowing flower, 

To make of earth a heav'n ! 
And in her garden of the sun 

Heaven's brightest rose shall bloom ; 
For woman's best is unbegun ! 

Her advent yet to come !* 



LENT AND LOST. 

Of Mary, by heav'n lent, 

Heav'n has bereft us ; 

And from her home all comfort went, 

When Mary left us. 

* Educated woman, througfa her self-denying, self-aggrandising 
refusal to marry, without first securingacertain Standard of comfort, 
is destined to save mankind, and in the language of St. Paul, 
11 Lift us up!" 






LENT AND LOST. 201 

We fear no ills, no foes, 

Though they Surround us ; 
Pass on, thou cloud of many woes ! 

The worst has found us. 

If lowest cannöt fall, 

Need we be wary ? 
We lost fear, joy, hope, danger, all, 

When we lost Mary. 

In vain, vex*d Sea of Change, 

Thou thy rocks chafest ! 

Secure, thy dreaded verge we ränge : 

Saddest is safest 



LAND. 

He ties up hands 

Who locks up lands : 
The lands which can't be sold and bought 
Bring men and states to worse than nought : 
The lands which can be freely sold 
Are worth a world of barren gold.* 

* Land, in Britein, is withdrawn from competition by the law of 
pnmogeniture, and in France by that of equal division among all 
the childxen of a maniage, to the great danger of both countries. 



I 
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EPIGRAM. 

What is a communist? One who hath yearnings 
For equal division of unequal earnings : 
Idler, or bungler, or both, he is willing 
To fork out his penny, and pocket your Shilling.* 



THE PEOPLE'S ANTHEM. 

WRITTEN FOR MUSIC, AT THE REQUEST OF W. T. WOOD, ESQ. 

When wilt thou save the people ? 

Oh, God of mercy ! when ? 
Not kings and lords, but nations ! 
Not thrones and crowns, but men ! 
Flowers of thy heart, oh, God, are they ! 
Let them not pass, like weeds, away ! 
Their heritage a sunless day ! 

God, save the people ! 

Shall crime bring crime for ever, 
Strength aiding still the strong ? 

Is it thy will, oh, Father, 
That man shall toil for wrang ? 

* And he has two names, Legion and Danger. 
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" No !" say thy mountains ; " No !" tby skies : 
" Man's clouded sun shall brightly rise, 
And songs be heard, instead of sighs." 

God, save the people ! 

When wilt thou save the people ? 

Oh, God of Mercy l when ? 
The people, Lord, the people ! 
Not thrones and crowns, but men ! 
God ! save the people ! thine they are, 
Thy children, as thy angels fair : 
Save them from bondage, and despair ! 

God I save the people !• 

* And who are the people? They are all thoae persons who, by 
hooestly maintaining themselves, and, perhaps earning a surplus, — 
or by honestly living on the precious earnings and savings of others 
— prove their right to govera the Community through tbcir repre- 
sentatives. I deny that any human being is born possessed of a 
right to vote for members of parliament. All men, and all women, 
are born possessed of the right to acquire tbe power of doing so ; 
just as all boys are born possessed of the right to acquire the power 
of using edgetools. But no boy is born possessed of a right to cut 
even his own fingers ; and before any person meddle with mine I 
would have him understand the nature of edgetools. The right to 
vote for members of parliament is founded on property and know- 
ledge, that property and knowledge which every sdf-sustained person 
possesses, in the labour, or sktll, which enables him, or her, to live ; 
*nd taxation and representation ought to be co-extensive, because 
Taxes are pakl by self-sustained persons alone. 
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LOVE STRONG IN DEATH. 

We watch'd him, while the moonlight, 

Beneath the shadow'd hfll, 
Seem'd dreaming of good angels, 

And all the woods were still. 
The brother of two sisters 

Drew painfully his breath : 
A stränge fear had come o'er him, 

For love was strong in death. 
The fire of fatal fever 

Burn'd darkly on his cheek, 
And often to his mother 

He spoke, or tried to speak : 
" I feit, as if from slumber 

I never could awake : 
Oh, Mother, give me something 

To cherish for vour sake ! 
A cold, dead weight is on me, 

A heavy weight, like lead : 
My hands and feet seem sinking 

Quite through my little bed : 
I am so tired, so weary — 

With weariness I ache : 
Oh, Mother, give me something 

To cherish for your sake ! 
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Some little token give me, 

Which I may kiss in sleep — 
To make me feel Vm near you, 

And bless you, though I weep. 
My sisters say I'm better — 

But, then, their heads they shake : 
Oh, Mother, give me something 

To cherish for your sake ! 
Why can't I see the poplar, 

The moonlit stream and hill, 
Where, Fanny says, good angels 

Dream, when the woods are still ? 
Why can't I see you, Mother? 

I surely am awake : 
Oh, haste ! and give me something 

To cherish for your sake !" 
His little bosom heaves not ; 

The fire hath left his cheek : 
The fine chord — is it broken ? 

The strong chord — could it break ? 
Ah, yes ! the loving spirit 

Hath wing'd his flight away : 
A mother and two sisters 

Look down on lifeless clay. 
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TO THOMAS LISTER. 

Friend, I return your English Hexameters, thanking 

you for them. 
More than forty years since, I constnicted such 

verses, 
Choosing a lofty theme, too often worded unsimply. 
Even now, I remember one stol'n line of the 

anthem: 
" Thou for ever and ever, God, Omnipotent, 

reignest !" 
Though my verbiage pleased me, long ago did it 

journey 
Whither dead things tend. For Homer's world- 

famous metre 
Cannot in English be pleasing. Saxon may write 

it in Saxon, 
Oft for dactyl and spondee using iambic and trochee, 
Pleased — and making a boast of his wasted labour 

and lost time ; 
But with grace and simplicity none can write it in 

our tongue, 
Though the sturdy gothic oft runs into it promptly, 
As it grandly does in these fine lines from the Bible : 
" How art thou fall'n from heav'n, oh, Lucifer, son of 

the Morn !" and 
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" Why do the heathen rage, and the people imagine a 

vain thing ?" 
Not unpleasing always, mostly 'tis feeble, yet stilted, 
Wanting, in wanting ease, the might which is 

mightiest, beauty. 
Yet can it finely paint the beauty of form and of 

colour ; 
Skies, and the sea ; or mountains cloud-like in dis- 

tance, and stealing 
Azure from heav'n ; or the daisy fresh in the dew- 

gleam of dawn ; or 
Young June's blush-tinted hawthorn, that scatters the 

snow of its dropp'd flowers 
Over the faded cowslip, and roses embraced by the 

woodbine, 
Under the mute, or songful, or thunder-whispering 

forest ; 
But from man's heart seldom it brings the tear, which 

the angels, 
Knowing not sorrow, might almost in their blessed- 

ness envy. 
Slow or rapid, sweet or solemn, in Greek and in Latin, 
It is in English undignihed, loose, and worse than 

the worst prose. 
One advantage it has — it must be utter'd as prose is ; 
And as it may be wanted, if only as changes are 

wanted, 
I subjoin the rule for its fitting or modern construction : 
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Every Hne must consist of sbt feet, 


dactyls 


and spon- 


dees, 






Dactyls and trochees, or dactyls and both : 


A dac.tyl 


the fifth ibot 






Must be ; a spondee or trochee the 


sixth: 


Each line 


must contain not 






More than sixteen syüables, and n< 


it fewer ihan thir- 


teen. 







BULLY IDLE'S PRAYER. 

Lord, send us weeks of Sundays, 

A saint's day every day, 
Shirts gratis, ditto breeches, 
No work, and double pay t 
Teil Short and Long the^re both short now; 
To Slow and Fast one meed allow; 
Let Louis Blaue take Ashley's cow, 

And Richmond give him hay !* 

* Twentj-four yeus ago oor Protectionlslshadnolicegiventhem, 
by me, that thej would bave Imitators; and they must not be 
allowcd to foi-get, tlial out of their cornlawa sprang the Trade's 
Union whlch is now (March 1848) the French gi 
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HYMN. 

Still for rest on Sabbath day, 
Air and light on " Labour's day," 
Let us toil — if toil we may ; 
Toil tili death, if toil we may, 
Toil tili death for pauper's pay, 
And our blessfed Sabbath day. 



WILL IT RAIN? 

" Bread !" the starver faintly sigheth ; 
" I have none !" the robb'd replieth ; 
Doall loseth, Starveall winneth ; 
Cheatall laugheth, while he sinneth ; 
Work grim-gaspeth o'er spare diet ; 
And the Million-Tongued is quiet 

When the forest breatheth deeply, 
Dark^d sun down shining steeply ; 
When the noon-night scarcely shifteth ; 
And the windy cloud uplifteth 
Not a leaf the mute heav'ns under ; 
Then, the thoughtful look for thunder ! 
vol. II. p 
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GOOD MEN'S GRAVES. 

Lone, they rest Nor Snap, nor Snivel, 

Robs, or pities virtue's dust ! 
Marble insults, Cant and Drivel 

Build not o'er the just 
Them, in thought, the honest only 

Visit, while they toil as slaves : 
Oh, Tis true ! the stars shine lonely 

Over good men's graves. 
All in silence, not in sorrow, 

Read they on the wordless sod, 
" These men's deeds will speak, to-morrow ; 

They are words of God ; 
Heard in heav'n, with tears of gladness ; 

Mute on earth I yet working there ; 
Bringing chains for rapine's madness, 

Wings for chain'd despair." 
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YOUNG POET'S PLAINT. 

God, release our dying sister ! 
Beauteous blight hath sadly kiss'd her : 
Whiter than the wild, white roses, 
Famine in her face discloses 
Mute Submission, patience holy, 
Passing fair! but passing slowly. 
Though she said, " You know Fm dying," 
In her heart green trees are sighing ; 
Not of them hath pain bereft her, 
In the city, where we left her : 
" Bring," she said, " a hedgeside blossom ! " 
I^ove shall lay it on her bosom. 



ARTISAN'S OUTDOOR HYMN. 

Again, oh, Lord, we humbly pray 
That Thou wilt guide our Steps aright : 
Bless here, this day, tired Latours day ! 
Oh, fill our souls with love and light ! 

p 2 



For faüing food, six days in seven, 
We tili the black town's dust and gloom : 
But here we drink the breath of heav'n, 
And here to pray the poor have room. 
The stately temple, built with hands, 
Throws wide its doors to pomp and pride ; 
But in the porch their beadle Stands, 
And thrusts the child of toil aside. 
Therefore we seek the daisied piain, 
Or climb thy hüls, to touch thy feet ; 
Here, far frora splendour's city-fane, 
Thy weary sons and daughters meet. 
Is it a crime to teil Thee here, 
That here the sorely-tried are met? 
To seek thy face, and find Thee near? 
And on thy rock our feet to set ? 
Where, wheeling wide, the plover flies ; 
Where sings the woodlark on the tree ; 
Beneath the music of thy skies, 
Is it a crime to worship Thee? 
" We waited long, and sought Thee, Lord," 
Content to toil, but not to pine; 
And with the weapons of thy Word 
Alone, assail'd our foes and thine. 
Thy truth and Thee, we bade them fear ; 
They spum thy triith, and mock our moan ! 
" Thy counsels, Lord, they will not hear, 
And Thou hast left them to their own." 
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THE POOR MAN'S DAY. 
Grahame. 

Sabbath holy ! 
To the lowly 
Still art thou a welcome day. 
\Vhen thou comest, earth and ocean, 
Shade and brightness, rest and motion, 
Help the poor man's heart to pray. 

Sun-waked forest ! 
Bird, that soarest 
O'er the mute, empurpled moor ! 
Throstle's song, that stream-like flowest ! 
Wind, that over dewdrop goest ! 

Welcome now the woe-worn poor. 



Little river, 
Young for ever ! 
Cloud, gold-bright with thankful glee ! 
Happy woodbine, gladly weeping ! 
Gnat, within the wild rose keeping ! 
Oh, that they were bless'd as ye ! 
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Sabbath holy ! 
For the lowly 
Paint with flowers thy glittering sod ; 
For affliction's sons and daughters, 
Bid thy mounLiins, woods, and walers, 
Pray to God, the poor man's God ! 

From the fever, 
(Idle never 
Where on Hopc Want bars the door,) 
From the gloom of airless alleys, 
Lead thou to green hüls and Valleys 
Weary Lordland's trampled poor ! 

Pale young mother ! 
Gasping brother ! 
Sister, toiling in despair ! 
Grief-bow'd sire, that life-long diest ! 
White-lipp'd child, that sleeping sighest ! 
Come, and drink the light and air. 

Still God liveth ; 
Still he giveth 
What no law can take away ; 
And, oh, Sabbath I bringing gladness 
Unto hearts of weary sadness, 

Still art thou " The Poor Man's Day ! " 
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HYMN. 

To live in vain ! to live in pain ! 

To toil in hopeless sadness ! 
Is this the doom of godlike man, 

Oh, God of Love and Gladness ? 
Not so the rose in summer blows, 
Not so the moon her changes knows, 

Not so the storm his madness. 



From storms that rock the oak to sleep, 
Thy woods their beauty borrow ; 

And flowers, to-day, unheeded weep, 
Whose seeds will live to-morrow : 

So man, by painful ages taught, 

Will build, at last, on truthful thought, 
And wisdom, won from sorrow. 



Else, what a lie were written wide, 
By thy right hand, my Father, 

O'er all thy seas, in crimson dyed 
When Morning is a bather ; 

O'er all thy vales of growing gold ; 

Or where, on mountains black with cold, 
Thy clouds to battle gather. 
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PRAYER. 

Bless'o be thy name, Eternal One ! 
Thy kingdom corae ! thy will be done ! 
Give us, this day, our daily food; 
Requite us, Lord, with good for good ! 
Aid us temptation to repel ; 
And from all evil guard us well : 
For thine the kingdom still will be, 
All glory, and all sovYeignty. 



THE IMITATED LANE. 
Now, Landscape- Maker, that with living trees 
Createst Painting ! thou should'st hither come, 
And here leam how the town-sick heart to please. 
Can'st thou not, in thy tiny wild, find room 
For a wild laue, that with capricious ease 
Shading or brightening self-taught branch or flower, 
Will saunter gently to a seated bower? 
Or lead thee through a cloudlet of green gloom, 
Cheer'd by the miisic of its hidden rills. 
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To sudden sunburst? where the hunter's cot 
Looks down on rivers, and the distant hüls 
Climb to the firmament, yet many not 
Their purple to the orange-blaze, that fills 
O'er-arching heav'n with pomp, 
And peace, and power ! 



ODE ON THE MARRIAGE OF VICTORIA 

THE FIRST. 

Queen of our Hearts ! true marriage 

Is made of solid bread ; 
Not so, that Many-Childed Plague 

Which curseth board and bed : 
The ghastly league of woe with crime, 

To which starved men are driven, 
Though marriage call'd by law-made saints, 

Hath other names in heav'n. 

Lady ! may all the blessings 
Which thou would'st give to all 

Who call thee queen, or God their lord, 
On thee, thrice blessfed, fall ! 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

If 'tis thy wish that every pair 
Should live in love for ever, 

May God return thee good for good, 
And love desert thee never ! 



But want and crime, Victoria, 

Law-wedded in this land, 
Are curses, million-multiplied, 

That frown on every hand ; 
And thou wilt wake, with him thou lov'st, 

From brief and troubled slumbers, 
If law of thine deal lessening loaves 

To famine's doubling numbers. 

Beautiful as the cistus, 

That o'er the stonechat's nest 
Stoops, when the moorland clouds lie down 

On evening's lap to rest, 
Art thou, my Queen ! the moming dews 

Upon the orchard blossom, 
Are not more pure than is the heart 

Within thy royal bosom. 

But can the Queen be happy, 

If millions round her weep? 
In love's elysium, while hope faints, 

Can Hope's Victoria sleep ? 



MARRIAGE OF VICTORIA THE FIRST. 



219 



No. Bringer of Redemption ! thou, 

In love's elysium sleeping, 
Would'st wake, to grieve with starving men, 

And worth in dungeons weeping. 



The woodbine's cluster'd beauty, 

That hides the brooding thrush, 
And wais the wild hedgerose, when Morn 

Shakes pearls from tree and bush, 
All trembling like the skylark's wing, 

Would dread his voice of gladness, 
And hate the marriages of Spring, 

If dower'd with hate and sadness. 
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THE SUN'S BIRD. 

The cloud of the rain is beneath thee. Thou 
singest, 
Palaced in glory ; but Mom hath begun 
A dark day for man, while the svinbeams thou 
wingest, 
Bird of the Sun I Bird of the Sun ! 

They hear thee, but see thee not — sleepy bees hear 
thee, 
While under sad boughs the sad rivulets run j 
But thou art all music ! care cannot get near thee, 
Bird of the Sun ! Bird of the Sun ! 

And when from Light's ßelds thou descendest, and 

over 

Thy nest the widc gloom spreads its canopy dun, 

How sweet will thy sleep be among the sweet clover, 

Bird of the Sun ! Bird of the Sun ! 

And, there, a white network of dewdrops the fairies, 

To chain leaf and flower, in a frolic have spun - 
While nigh thy dear home the tipp'd ear of the 
bare is, 

Bird of the Sun ! Bird of the Sun ! 
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SCOTSMEN TO SCOTLAND, 

WWTTEN FOR THE SCOTSMEN OP SHEFFIELD. 

Thy Men of Men shall we forget, 
Old Scotland ? No. Where'er we be, 
All lonely, or in exile met, 

We think of them and thee. 
Mother of Knox 1 " hast thou a charm " 
That gives to all thy name who bear 
Thoughts which unnerve the despofs arm, 

And Will, to do and dare ? 
Thou bad'st him build on tyrant's bones 
An altar to the Lord of Lords ; 
Thou gav'st him power to shatter thrones, 

And vanquish kings, with words. 
Stern Mother of the deathless dead ! 
Where Stands a Scot, a freeman Stands, 
Self-stay'd, if poor — self-clothed, self-fed, 

Mind-mighty, in all lands. 
No mitred pleader need thy sons, 
To save the wretch whom Mercy spurns ; 
No classic lore thy little ones, 

Who find a Bard in Bums. 
Their path, though dark, they will not miss ; 
Secure, they tread on danger's brink ; 
They say, " This shall be ! " and it is ; 

For, ere they act, they think. 
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Mother of Bums ! thy woe-nursed bard 
Not always wisely thought or said ; 
He eu'd, he sinn'd — but, oh, *tis hard 
To ban the voiceless dead ! 



Mother ! 


h hath power 


Theheari 


ill to move ; 


But none . 


hall or bower, 


1 


Bard of Love. 


Who l 


titning ? Who 


Wi 


s stormy rhyme? 




der, true, 


'lerse, 


ternote, sublime? 



Who bade thy bard, in thrall, maintain 
A freeman's port, where'er he trod ? 
Who taught the peasant to disdain 

Proud Fashion's M in strels ? God 
Who gave the child of toil a lyre, 
With living sunbearas wildly strung ? 
And taught bis soul of living fire 

Truth's universal tongue ? 
God.* But with torture Faction fill'd 
The cup he drain'd in gloomy pride : 
What marvel, if the poison kill'd ? 

What marvel, if he died ? 
Few were his days, his fortunes foul ; 
Bravely he stmggled, though not long; 

* See Coleridgfl's Hjmn to Sunrise. 
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And with a poet's glowing soul, 

Drew near to God in song. 
For Conscience to thy poet said, 
" Bums ! be a martyr !" " For the truth, 
I will," he cried — and bow*d his head, 

And died, grey-hair'd in youth. 
With little men he might not stay, 
But hasted from a world unkind : 
Oh, guess the worth he threw away, 

By what he left behind ! 
And what a wreath his fame had worn, 
Amid a world's immortal tears, 
Had he, like Englands Milton, borne 

The fruit of sixty years ! 
But shall it of our sires be told 
That they their " brother poor " forsook ? 
No ! for they gave him more than gold ; 

They bought the brave man's Book ! 
Scotland ! thy sons — and not unearn'd 
This day of pleasing tears returns — 
Are met to mourn thy trampled, spum'd, 

Poor, broken-hearted Bums. 
And oft again, the kind, the brave, 
Who sorrow's feast, like him, have shared, 
Will meet, to honour in his grave 

Thy glorious rustic bard 
Oh, spare his frailties ! — write them not 
On mute Misfortune's coffin-lid ! — 
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Ev'n Bacon erfd, and greater Scott 

Not always greatly did. 
A fearful gift is flame from heav'n, 
To him who bears it in his breast : 
Selfüred, and blasted, but forgiv'n, 
Let Robert's ashes rest 



ERIN, A DIRGE, FOR APRIL, 1847. 
Oh, for snow, stränge April snow, 
Cold and cheap ! a shrolid of woe 
For pale dead Erin's nakedness ! 
Snow-clad Broom, oh, drooping broom, 
Hearse of snow, of plumes a plume, 
Weep over Erin coffinless ! 

There are colder things than snow, 
Sadder things than death and woe,' 

Proud Rapine's cold hard-heartedness ! 
And that saddest, helpless pain 
Which, when Struck, strikes not again ! 

Now wordless, lifeless, coffinless. 

Insect, that would'st God enthrall ! 
Earaing nought and taking all ! 
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Art thou thy countiys nothingness ? 
Man ! whom that vile insect's will 
Yet may torture, starve, and kill \ 

Remember Erin coffinless. 

How men treat subjected man, 
When they may do what they can, 

Well knows scourged India's wofulness ; 
Well, Bengal, thy famish'd dead 
(Victim-myriads o'er thee spread !) 

Forespoke of Erin coffinless. 

Oh, thou snow-clad forest-bough ! 
In thy sun-lit glory now, 

Laugh not at death's wide wasteralness ; 
But lament, while brightly glows 
April's noon o'er Winter snows, 

A nation dead and coffinless ! 

And — oh ! pale unshrouded one, 
CoveiM by the heav'ns alone ! 

A white sheet now shall cover thee : 
Help is vain, but help is nigh ; 
And thy friend, the pitying sky 

Shall throw a cold sheet over thee. 



VOL. !!. Q 
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RHYMED RAMBLES. 

IN THREE PARTS. 



-••- 



PREFACE. 

If Mr. Housman of Lane Banks had not sent me a copy of his 
oollection of English sonnets, I should have been the author of oo» 
sonnet only. I never liked the measure of the legitimate or Perrar- 
chan sonnet. There is a disagreeable break in the melody, after the 
eighth line. That Milton feit this, is proved by the fact, that he 
frequently ran the eighth line into the ninth, contrary to law. 

Nor can I agree with Mr. Housman, that a sonnet ending with a 
couplet is therefore faulty ; on the contrary, a couplet at the dose of 
a sonnet has often a fine effect. So thought and so proved Cowper, 
and our eider poets ; and there are in Mr. Housman s collection 
five most harmonious, yet not Petrarchan sonnets, by Fitzadam, 
composed of three elcgiac stanzas and a couplet, all disconnected 
in rhyme, but not in metre ; which fully show that the measure of 
the sonnet, as he has managed it, is as proper for a long and serious 
poem as the Spenserian stanza itself. 

The sonnet, I believe, has become populär in those languages 
only in which it is znore diffkult to avoid similar rhymes than to 
find them. The Spenserian stanza, requiring four rhymes, is quite 
as difficult as the Petrarchan sonnet, the latter being littlemore than 
a series of couplets and triplets ; and I venture to suggest that — 
preceded by five lines, linked to it in melody, and concluding occa- 
sionally with an Alexandrine — or preceded by four lines only, if con- 
cluding with a triplet — the far-famed measure of Spenser is the best 
which the English sonneteer can employ. Of this the reader inay 
judge for himself ; as, in these sonnets, (if sonnets they are,) I have 
used the legitimate, the Spenserian, and other forms. 
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Part First. 

TO G. C HOLLAND, M.D. 

Holland ! thou lov'st the little songful lyre, 
On which, well-pleased thy bidding to obey, 
For the first time, I now attempt to play, 
Fretting, with skill-less touch, the sonnet's wire. 
Alas ! the strings of this small harp require, 
To bring forth half their worth, a master's hand ! 
Yet, as I wander through a lovely land, 
And stop, at times, its marvels to admire, 
May I not sing them too ? Yea, while the breeze, 
Sighing o'er moated grange, or Castle bold, 
Awakes the music of their ancient trees, 
The lyre, beloved of bards whose fires re-cold, 
That sweetest lyre I'll place before my knees, 
And make my theme the wonders I behold. 



POWERS OF THE SONNET. 

Why should the tiny harp be chain'd to themes 
In fourteen lines with pedant rigour bound ? 
The sonnet's might is mighter than it seems : 
Witness the bard of Eden lost and found, 

l » 2 



Meantime, Fitzadam's mournful music shc 
That the scorn'd sonnet's charm may yet c 
Some long deep strain, or lay of well-told 
Such as, in Byron's couplet, brings a tear 
To manly cheeks, or o'er his stanza throws 
Rapture and grief, solemnity and fear. 



EUGENE ARAM. 

Knaresbro' ! thou wilt be famous through j 
Because poor Aram's history imparts 
A dreadful unsolid riddle to all hearts — 
A half-told secret, in its gloom sublime, 
Though trite and common are death, want, ai 
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Will to the slanderers of the great and just, 

And the grim ghost of buried envy, say — 

" Though Time hath plough'd your graves and ground 

thy bust, 
/am not of the things which pass away." 



PLUMPTON. 

Who would not here become a hermit ? here 
Grow old in song? here die, on Nature's breast, 
Hush'd, like yon wild bird on the lake, to rest ? 
Then laid asleep beneath the branches sere, 
Till the Awakener in the east appear, 
And call the dead to judgment ? Quietness, 
Methinks the heart-whole rustic loves thee less 
Than the town's thought-worn smiler. Oh ! most 

dear 
Art thou to him who flies from care tc-bowers 
That breathe of sainted calmness ! and, to nie, 
More welcome than the breath of hawthorn flowers 
To children of the city, when delight 
Leads them from smoke to cowslips, is the sight 
Of these green shades, those rocks, this little sea. 
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BOLTON ABBEY. 

Smkits of wonder, loveliness, and fear, 
Dwell in these groves, beneath o'er-arching trees, 
With the dim presence of their mysteries 
Haunting the rocks and mountain shadows near : 
They pass ihe lonc enthiisiast, wandering here. 
Ky strangled Wharfe, or Barden's ancient towcr ; 
Pass him, nor shake a dew-drop from a flower, 
But with their whispers soothe his soul-taught ear, 
As with a dream of prayer ; until he Starts, 
Awaken'd from deep thoughts of Time's calm might 
And Nature's beauty, and in awe departs ; — 
When, to the Abbey's moonlight-tinted walls, 
The demon of the spectred river calls,(*) 
Mock'd by the voices of mysterious night. 



THE VICARAGE. 

The Vicar's house is smother'd in its roses, 
His garden glows with dahlias large and new ; 
" Bees murmiir in his limes the Summer through ;" 
Apd on the seat beneath them often dozes 
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A better man than Calumny supposes. 

His living is three hundred pounds a-year ; 

" But not of servants, wife, and children clear." 

He gives away his common right and closes, 

And keeps no horse. When winter Strips the tree, 

To poor men's homes his wife and daughters go, 

With needful gifts of flannel, food, or fire, 

And made-wines for the sick. Now, would not he, 

Who deem'd the labourer worth of his hire, 

Have paid it to his faithful servant ? — No. 



POET v. PARSON. 

A hireling's wages to the priest are paid ; 

While lives and dies, in want and rags, the bard ! 

But preaching ought to be its own reward, 

And not a sordid, if an honest trade. 

Paul, labouring proudly with his hands, arra/d 

Regenerated hearts in peace and love ; 

And when, with power, they preach'd the mystic dove, 

Penn, Barclay, Clarkson, ask'd not Mammon's aid. 

As, for its own sake, poetry is sweet 

To j>oets — so, on tasks of mercy bound, 

Religion travels with unsandaled feet, 

Making the flinty desert holy ground ; 

And never will her triumph be complete 

While one paid pilgrim upon earth is found 




BRIMHAM ROCKS. 
Rucks 1 sacred deem'd to eldest fhiud, when fear 
First darken'd death's reality with dreams ! 
Ths spirit of your cruel worship i 
Like a wolPs shadow, yet to linger here, 
Deepening the gloora with pcril still too near ; 
Forguile and knowledge long hart been allies, 
Most pious found when preaehing blasphemies, 
Most treacherous when most trusted. But the year, 
Whose seasons aie all winters, soon must close ; 
Knowledge hath join'd the millions ; and mankind 
Are leaming to distinguish friends fror« foes ; 
The eagle-eyed give sight unto the blind ; 
The eagle-wing'd are chasing crime-made woes ; 
The mighty-voiced are heard in every wind. 



TREES AT BRIMHAM. 
Gnarl'd oak and holly ! stone-cropp'd like the stone ! 
Are ye of it, or is it part of you? 
Your union stränge is marvellously true, 
And makes the granite, which I stand upon, 
Seem like the vision of an empire gone — 
Gone, yet still present, thou it never was, 
Save as a shadow — let the shadow pass ! 
So perish human glories, every one ! 
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But Rocks ! ye are not shadows ; Trees ! ye cast 
Th* Almight/s shadow o'er the homeward bee, 
His name on Brimham ! yea, the Coming blast, 
Beneath his curtains, reads it here with me ; 
And pauses not to number marvels past, 
But speeds the thunder on o'er land and sea. 



ROCK IDOL AT BRIMHAM. 

Stone ! did the hand of sacerdotal fraud 

Shape thee into this vital type of things ? 

Or did a million winters, on their wings 

Of scythe-like perseverance come abroad, 

To bid Conjecture stand before thee awed, 

And, almost severing thee frorn parent-earth, 

Make thee a marvel ? Vainly giv'st thou birth 

To solemn fancies, building an abode 

Around thee, for a world of shapeless ghosts ; 

Vainly they rise before me, calling up 

Kings and their masters, and imagined hosts 

That fight for clouds. What then ? The heath- 

flower's cup 
With dew-drops feeds this fountain ever clear, 
And the ring'd ouzel whistles — " God is here ! " 
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STUDLEV. 



Uehold! the Medicean Venus! O 

Is not this beauty? Yes, for it is truth. 

See how she bends in her etemal youth ! 

E'en thus she charm'd ten thousand yeare ago ; 

Ere painting's magic bade tbe canvas glow, 

Or soul inspired the marble ; thus she stood 

Before her own Adonis of the wood ! 

The master-piece of sculpture ? Artist ! No. 

In all divine perfection as she Stands, 

So came she, perfect, from th' Almighty's hands, 

The masterpiece of Nature. Everywhere 

His spirit walks ; but he who in stränge lands 

Seeks her fair form, turns homeward in despair, 

Then seeks it in his soul, and finds it there. 



CRITICISM. 

Yet art hath less of instinct than of thought, 
All instinct though it seems ; for as the flower 
\Vhich blooms in solitude, by noiseless power, 
And skill divine, is wonderfully wrought, 
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So from deep study art's high charm is caught ; 
And as the sunny air, and dewy light, 
Are spun in heavenly looms, tili blossoms, bright 
With hone/d wealth and sweetness, droop o'er- 

fraught, 
And our eyes breathe of beauty ; so the bard 
Wrings from slow time inimitable grace ; 
So wins immortal Music her reward, 
E'en with a bee's. industry ; and we trace 
The sculptor's home-thoughts thro* his labours hard, 
Till beams, with deathless love, the chisell'd face. 



FOUNTAINS ABBEY. 

Abbey ! for ever smiling pensively, 
How like a thing of Nature dost thou rise, 
Amid her loveliest works ! as if the skies, 
Clouded with grief, were arch'd thy roof to be, 
And the tall trees were copied all from thee ! 
Mourning thy fortunes — while the waters dim 
Flow like the memory of thy evening hymn ; 
Beautiful in their sorrowing sympathy ; 
As if they with a weeping sister wept, 
Winds name thy name ! But thou, though sad, art 
calm, 
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And time with thee his plighted troth hath kept ; 
For harebeüs deck thy brow, and, at thy feet, 
Where sleep the proud, the bee and red-breast mect, 
Mixing thy sighs with Nature's lonely psalm 



PARTING TEARS. 

ic£>'£S wakh renew my youth, and ivake again 
Its earliest dreams of love and beauty ! — here, 
E'en as in heaven, found perfect, though the tear 
Of frailty dims them with its earthly stain 
Too often and too soon ! I can remain 
With you no longer ; I must haste to things 
That drink the ice, which in a moment brings 
The chill of fifty winters, and their pain, 
To the sick heart Already I grow cold 
In spirit ; and the thought of leaving you 
For alien scenes, where nothing good or new 
Remains for crowds to show, or men to say, 
Instructs me — not that I in years am old, 
But that the tresses of my soul are grey. 
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RETURN TO SHEFFIELD. 

To swelter in the town's distemper'd glow, 
Heart-sick to sleep, and weary wake to strife, 
To make a curse of hope, a broil of life, 
And blight the rose to bid the cypress grow, 
Pain's angel calls me ; and I rise to go 
Back from the castled wood, the sainted tower — 
Scenes where man's home is lovely as a flower, 
And he himself still fair, though stain'd with woe ! 
Where Nid, and Aire, and Wharfe through Eden 

glide, 
Or Brimham's rocks of Druid terrors teil, 
No longer, little lyre, may I abide ; 
No more with Nature's lonely powers to dweli, 
I leave thee here on SkelPs all-beauteous side ; 
Toy of the Titans ! tiny Harp, farewell ! ! 



Part Sf.cond. 

TO THOMAS LISTER. 

Bard of the Fulure ! as the moming glows 
O'er lessening shadows, shine thou in this laiid. 
Till the rieh drone pays Labour what he owes, 
" Strive unto death " agaiast his plurnk-ring hand ; 
And bid the temple of free conscience stand 
Roofd by the sky, for ever. " As the rose, 
Growing beside the streamlet of the field," 
Send sweetness forth on every breeze that blows ; 
Bloom like the woodbines where the linnets build ; 
Be to the moumer as the clouds, that shield, 
With wings of meeken'd flame, the summ er flower ; 
Still, in thy season, beautifully yield 
The seeds of beauty ; sow etemal power ; 
And wed etemal truth ! though suffering be her dower 

Don whispers audibly; but Whamcliffe's dread, 
Like speechless adoration, hymns the Lord ; 
While, smiting his broad lyre, with thunder stored, 
He makes the clouds his harp-strings. Gloom is 

spread 
O'er Midhope, gloom o'er Tankersley, with red 
Streak'd ; and noon's midnight silence doth afford 
Deep meanings, like the preaching of the Word 
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To dying men. Then, let thy heart be fed 

With honest thoughts ! and be it made a lyre, 

That God may wake its soul of living fire, 

And listen to the music O do thou, 

Minstrel serene ! to useful aims aspire ! 

And, scorning idle men and low desire, 

Look on our Father's face with meek submitted brow. 

Yes, Lister ! bear to him who toils and sighs 

The primrose and the daiäy, in thy rhyme ; 

Bring to his Workshop odorous mint and thyme ; 

Shine like the stars on graves, and say, Arise, 

Seed sown in sorrow! that our Father's eyes 

May see " the bright consummate flower " of mind ; 

And the great heart of ransom'd human kind 

Sing in all homes the anthem of the wise : 

" Freedom is peace ! Knowledge is Liberty ! 

Truth is religion." O canst thou refuse 

To emulate the glory of the sun, 

That feedeth ocean from the earth-fed sky ; 

And to the storm, and to the rain-cloud's hues, 

Saith, " All that God commandeth shall be done ! "' 
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THE CHAINED EAGLE. 

Slow Time seeras swift. Since Charles stood h 

with me 
Three years have pass'd o'er Whamcliffe's wood ; 



And Charles is busy still, where'er he be, 
Willing to labour, if he may but dream. 
Poor Pemberton ! the forest speaks of thee ; 
The eagles ? No ; they dwell with other things ; ( b ) 
But he who caged thera here, though chain'd, is free, 
And tnight do better for us, with his wings, 
Than Aap his mental bonds, to flatter kings. 
When will he fly away, and be at rest ? 
Can he roll back the ocean to its Springs ? 
Ye chain'd in soul 1 what must be, shall be best : 
To Space and Time, their food Improvement brings ; 
"We dwell with God in both," Obstmction's poet 
sings. 
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CASTLE HOWARD. 

Palfreyman ! hither, with toil-strengthen'd frame, 

What time Napoleon warrM on Russian snows, 

I came, a wanderer's privilege to claim, 

And gaze on deathless death, and deathless woes. 

The soul of truth glow'd then, as now it glows, 

O'er all the life and glory of these walls ; 

Ideal Power, in pomp of gloom and flame, 

Caird on my spirit then as now he calls : 

" Do not my sons," he said, " deserve their fame ? " 

I could not scorn his bright star-written name, 

Though, in her majesty heart-deified, 

A beauteous friend, all graceful, with me came ; 

Yet I turn'd from him with a husband's pride, 

And bless'd the LIVING WOMAN at my side. 



VOL. II. 
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THE THREE MARYS AT CASTLE HOWARD. 
IN 1B13 AND 1837. 

The tifeless son — the mother's agony, 

O'erstrain'd tili agony refused to feel — 

That sinner too I then diy-eyed could see ; 

For I was harden'd in my sc) fish weel. 

And strengtn and joy nad strung my soul with stcei. 

I knew not then that man may live to be 

A thing of life, that feels he lives in vain — 

A taper, to be quench'd in misery ! 

Forgive me, then, Caracci ! if I seek 

To look on this, thy tale of tears, again ; 

For now the swift is slow, the strong is weak. 

Mother of Christ ! how merciful is pain ! 

But, if I longer view thy tear-stain'd cheek, 

Heart-broken Magdalene ! my heart will break. 
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WALKLEY. 

Sarah and William Adams ! here we stood, 
Roofd by the cloud, which cast his frown between 
Wardsend and Loxle/s moorlands. From the wood 
Of one-staiVd Grenno, like a sea unseen, 
The wind swept o'er us, seeming, in his might, 
To shake the steadfast rocks ; while, rushing keen 
Beyond the edge of darkness, stormy light, 
As from a league-wide txumpet, on the scene 
A cataract of glory pour'd ; and, bright 
In gloom, the hill-tops islanded the night 
Of billowy shade around us. Vale and hill, 
Forest and cloud, were restless as a fight ; 
They seem'd as they would never more be still ; 
While, anchoiM over all, the high-poised kite 
Saw the foam'd rivers dash their blue with white. 
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WORDS AND THINGS 



OuR wordy friend in metaphor transcends 

All mortaJ scribes — his figures always strike ! 

And when lie makes of far-sought odds and ends 

Pictures of nothing, wonderfully like. 

He callsthem "THOUGHTS that startle!" Evening 

blends 
Green with her red and purple with her gold ; 
And, white yon all-hued sun-bom rainliow bends 
O'er blush-tinged peak, cragged glen, and shadowed 

Harmonized metodies in light are roll'd 
Wherever lake reflects her dying beam, 
Or roourns in Eden sad-voieed breeze, or stream, 
Or showery cloud ! but ne'er will man behold 
The truth of beauty in a pedant's dream, 
Cold as his sympathies, and false as cold. 



MAUSOLEUM AT WENTWORTH. 

Hither I came — when life itself was new, 
And new this form of greatness dead and gone — 
To tremble in the gloom which draws and drew 
A purple veil o'er deathlike life in stone. 
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This man a pitying look on frailty threw : 

Have I not heard a matron, good and true, 

Speak of him, with a tear upon her cheek ? 

Knaves call'd him weak — but when was virtue weak ? 

O ye who wring the heart until it break, 

And scourge pale nations with the wealth ye steal ! 

Here, if late pardon for your crimes ye seek, 

To your cold souls the thoughts ye dread reveal ; 

Think of our vulture with the gory beak ! 

And of meek Rockingham, with humbled malice, speak. 



WENTWORTH HOUSE. 

" Now, for the enchanted palace of our youth ! " 

But what have I with palaces to do, 

Taught as I am, by Nature, time, and truth, 

That pride can envy pomp, and hate it too ? 

Yes ; but the ideal of the fair and true 

Lives here in marble, by creative mind 

Made sacred to the glory of mankind ; 

And if ideal beauty cannot woo 

Thy steps to enter Taste's proud temple — Go ! 

Yet, wherefore ? Wentworth's princely halls can show, 

By Vandyke limn'd, the form of one who knew 

How best to strike a tyrant's basest blow. 

Behold him ! nor to curse his crimes be slow — 

Behold feil Strafford ! man's and freedom's foe ! 
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PORTRAIT AT WENTWORTH. 

Was he then human? Tools of Tyrants ! could 

This face he Strafford's ? StrafFord's ! who his hands 

Wning in Hibemia's hair, and, drunk with blood. 

Call'd murdct wisdom ! Brutal as his bands. 

He startied heil with crime His savage mood 

Nor pity sooth'd nor reason's might could bow. 

But Hampden dared with stand him, Pym withstood ; 

And men were found who laid his master low, 

And sent the servant — whither tyrants go. 

And, lo, at length, stränge pangs his heart have riven ! 

There is a touch of feeling on his brow, 

" For pledges left him by a saint in heav'n." 

No more than this, could royal Charles allow? 

" Put not your trust in princes ! " Why didst thou ? 



BUST AND PORTRAIT AT WENTVVORTH. 

This bust, which beautifully doth relate 
What heav'n's beloved are born to do and be ; 
These lines, these hues, which long sha.ll renßvate 
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Thy gentleness, thy truth, thy purity ; 
Are all, Fitzwilliam ! that remain of thee. 
The Steward of the trampled poor is gone ! 
The prince of charity hath boVd to fate ! 
The godlike friend of him that wanteth one, 
Finds good deeds done on earth his best estate. 
How long for thee God bade his angel wait ! 
O reverend brow ! thou conquerest Envy*s frown, 
And dead, half-humanizest Faction's hate ; 
As when a poet of time-tried renown 
Casts o'er the world he left the light of suns gone 
down. 



THRYBERG. 

Scenes of my thoughtless youth ! here are ye all ; 
Dalton ! and Dalton school ! and Dalton Deign ! 
But changed ye are ! or I am. Mean and small 
Ye seem, and humbled. Sunk into the piain, 
The hill is dwarf d with age. Its coronal 
The glen hath lost, its ferny plumes, and, more 
Than these, its freedom ! Thryberg's verdant wall 
Is here, and here the oak I knew of yore ; 
But who, to me, their grandeur can restore ? 
My heart hath made them bankrupt Where they 
stood 



H% RHVMEIi KAMELES. 

Stand Wentworth's halls ; hut not, as heretofore, 
PortaH'd for gods. O far-known Silverwood ! 
O cavem'd RnvensfieJd ! Don, flowing o'er 
A narrower bed, bathes now a tamer shore. 



PROSPECT FROM THRYBERG. 

Thou only, Wincobank, reign'st undespoiled, 
King of the Valley of my youth and prime, 
Through which the river, like a snake uncoil'd, 
Wanders, though tamed, a match for conquering 

time. 
Behind thee mountains, solemn and sublime, 
Take from the stooping skies their purply gold ; 
And could I in that brightness steep my rhyme. 
And steal yon glow of green and crimson, roll'd 
Far o'er the realms of evening"s westem clime, 
A tale of Nature's splendour should be told 
Which Byron might transcribe for Scott, and deem 
That earth, like heav'n, hath sccnes which grow not 

old; 
U let me dip my pencil in tby bcam, 
Thou setting sun ! ere death cut short this fever'd 
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RETROSPECTION. 



World of my boyhood ! art thou what thou wast ? * 

Seen through the melancholy mist of years, 

Thy woods a pale diminish'd shadow cast 

O'er thoughts grown grey, and feelings dimm'd with 

tears. 
üur spirits, biggen'd by their griefs and fears, 
Sadden and dwindle, with their backward view, 
All they behold Chang'd world ! thy face appears 
Poor as the toy that pleas'd when life was new ; 
And mournful as th* inscription, trite and true, 
That lingers on our little sister's grave. 
Roch Abbey ! Canklow ! Aldwark ! if I crave, 
Now, a bo/s joy, from some lone flower's deep blue, 
Will your loved flowers assurae a pensive hue ? 
Or smile as once they smiled, still growing where they 

grew? 



ROCH ABBEY. 

P^lel min 1 no — they come no more, the days 

When thought was like a bee within a rose, 

Happier and busier than the bcam that plays 

On this ihy stream. The stream sings, as it flows, 

A song of Valleys, where the hawthorn blows ; 

And wandering through a world of flowery-ways, 

Even as of old ; but never wil! it bring 

Back to my heart my guileless love of praise. — 

The blossomy hours of life's all-beauteous spring, 

When joy and hope were ever on the wing, 

Chasing the redstart for its flamy glare, 

The com craik for its secret Who can wring 

A healing baisam from the dregs of care, 

And turn to auburn curls the soul's grey hair? 



Yet, Abbey ! pleased, I gTeet thee once again ; 
Shake hands, old friend, for I in soul am old. 
But storms assault thy golden front in vain ; 
Unchanged thou seem'st, though times are changed 

and cold ; 
While to thy side I bring a man of pain, 
With youthful cheeks in funows deep and wide, 
Plough'd up by Fortune's volley'd hail and rain ; 
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To truth a martyr, hated and belied ; 

Of freedom's cause a champion true and tried. 

O take him to thy heart ! for Pemberton 

Loves thee and thine, because your might hath died — 

Because thy friends are dead, thy glories gone — 

Because, like him, thy batter'd walls abide 

A thousand wrongs, and smile at power and pride. 

O bid him welcome then ! and let his eyes 
Look on thy beauty, until blissful tears 
Flood the deep Channels, worn by agonies, 
Which leave a wreck more sad than that of years. 
Yes ; let him see the evening-purpled skies, 
Above thy glowing lake bend down to thee ; 
And the love-list'ning vesper-star arise, 
Slowly, o'er silent earth's tranquillity ; 
And all thy ruins weeping silently ; 
Then, be his weakness pitied and forgiv'n, 
If when the moon illumes her deep blue sea, 
His soul could wish to dream of thee in heav'n, 
And, with a friend his bosom'd mate to be, 
Wander through endless years, by silver'd arch and 
tree. 
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TO ELIZABETH. 



" Write me a song for Betsy," said thy sire : 
Lady ! it is already written — here, 
On the charged brain, in teavs, and gloom, and fire : 
Read it when I am dust. My waning year 
Is shaking down its leaves. I soon shall be 
Safe, even from mysclf. wliere pain sind fear 
Disturb not him who sleepeth. Then to thee 
The buried dead shall speak, and thou shalt hear 
A spirit's voiceless words. He shall appear 
To thee when awe is silence in thy soul— 
Yea, thou with him shalt go withereoe'er 
His feet have been. The lifeless shall control 
The living : and, though worlds between us roll, 
Dwell with thee in my thoughts, or linger near. 

Then, lady ! gaze with me o'er Wharncliffe lone ; 
Or stand, in thought, on Kinder's crest sublime ; 
Or hear a prophet's voice, from Grina stone, 
Denounce thy country's tyrants, in my rhyme. 
O that Peronnet Thompson's mental might, 
Or thy stem lyre, John Milton, were my own ; 
Or that my voice were mountain thunders, blown, 
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As from a trumpet, in the dead of night ! 

Then would I do the poor of Britain right ; 

Then should my song, like Russia's winter, freeze 

Abaddon's host, guilt-petrified in flight ; 

And the roused spirit of Demosthenes, 

Strong as heaven's flame from tempests ranged for 

fight, 
Fulmine o'er darkened lands a storm of light 

" My voice," men say, " is like a convent bell, 
Rung by red light'nings, at the midnight hour, 
While, crashing from the tempest-shaken tower, 
Its moss-grown fragments mingle with the yell 
Of winds that howl o'er graves." But if I swell 
The fire-toned thunder's hymn, I have no power 
To shake to-morrow's rain-drop from a flower, 
No wish to bring the deluge I foretelL 
Yet, while the bell of ages tolls in vain 
O'er buried tyrants, may I not be heard 
By tyrants living, sinning, hated, fear'd ; 
And, like the midnight cannon's friendly roar, 
Flash'd through the portals of the wind and rain, 
Warn haughty navies from a fatal shore ? 
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CLOUDLESS STANAGE. 
Whv, shower-loved n 

leftthee? 
Mam-Tor 1 Win-Hill ! a Single falcon sails 
Between ye ; but no airy music wails. 
Who, mountains J of your soft hues hath bereft ye, 
And stolen the dewy freshness of your dales ? 
Dove-stone ! thy cold drip-drinking fountain fails ; 
. Sun-darken'd shadows, motionless, are on ye; 
Silence to his embrace of fire hath won ye ; 
And light, as with a shroud of glory, veils 
The Peak and all his marvels. Slowly trails 
One streak of silver o'er the deep dark blue 
Its feathery stillness, while of whispered tales 
The ash, where late his quivering shade he threw, 
Dreams o'er the thoughtful plant that hoards ii 
drops of dew. 



NOON ON GREAT KINDER. 

Whrn last I look'd on thee, thy brow was black 
With trouble, and beneath it flarnes flashed out ; 
While on thine awful face the heav'ns flung back 
The red glare of thy lightnings, Kinderscout ! 
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And all thy brethren answered with a shout 
Their monarch's voice, that spake from sea to sea, 
O'er all their cataracts. But now the trout 
Sleeps in thy voiceless runlets. Now the bee 
Alone is restless here : he sings to thee 
An ode of praise, where, reddening like the rose, 
Amid the hoof-marks of the thunder, glows 
The cloud-fed berry ; and the clouds, to me, 
(While blusheth wide around the purple flower,) 
Seem mute, in honour of thy noontide hour. 



Mountains ! ye awe and tire me. Fare ye well ! 

And let the tempests love ye. But, below, 

The happy homed-and-hearth'd aflections dwell. 

Amid yon floral sea, where daisies blow 

And children gather them, the village bell 

Saith that the young are married ; while the old 

Talk of glad yesterdays, or fondly teil 

Of buried loves. For joy is grief foretold ! 

And there young widows' hearts grow deadly cold, 

And the poor orphan's smile is faint and brief, 

VVhen marriage chimes are heard o'er grange and 

wold. 
Yet comfort there I seek, and joy in grief ; 
For man, by feelings strong as death controll'd, 
Gives heart for heart, and knows that hearts are never 

sold. 
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TO THOMAS CROSSLEY. 

"Poetrv," critics say, "is dead or dying." 

Is life ihen dead, or can reügion die ? 

She whose liroad pinions gather strength by flying 

O'er new-made graves, or manless halls, where sighs 

The wind of midnight to the clouded sky, 

And hurrying Stars! E'en as the skylark flies, 

Poetry lives and still will soar, while flows 

A daughter's tear because her mother dies ; 

While on a child's grave grass or daisy grows ; 

Or o'er his coffin'd son a father bows 

His locks of snow. Yes, Bard of Ovenden, f 1 ) 

Poetry lives ! for, lo ! with thee she goes 

Where leaps the streamlet down the breezy glen ; 

With me, where God bids law cursed slaves be men ! 



A DREAM. 

I dream'd that, tired with travel, I retum'd 

To Blacklow's ( d ) summit, and stood there with God 

Alone, at midnight Side by side we trod 

The heath ; and while around us rock'd and bum'd 
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The mountains, like a mountain'd sea of flame, 
A gilded worm pronounced in scorn His name ! 
I, with my foot, the reptile would have spurn'd, 
But could not We stood still as death! That 

worm 
Then spun slim films around th' Almight/s form, 
Binding the hands that lift the seas, the feet 
That will tread out the stars ! and whüe, in mirth, 
It spake this curse, I heard my own heart beat : 
" With worse than barrenness I curse thee, Earth ! 
Henceforth, let every child be hopeless frora his 

birth!" 

But God said, " No ! surely thou shalt not see 
Every child hopeless, because thou art vile ; 
For thou art thy own victim, watch'd by me, 
And I sheath vengeance in a dreadful smile. 
But ere I bless thy curses for mankind, 
And make them curses infinite to thee, 
Thousands of thousands, foodless as the wind — 
Yea, thousand, thousand, thousand men shall be 
Care-hunted to the grave, by thine and thee. 
And thou more crimes and criminals shalt make, 
Than all earth's monsters heretofore have made : 
Hell from beneath shall rise to bless thee, Snake ! 
And Death, to sum his profits by thy trade, 
Count through all ages past, their men and states 
betrayU" 
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CONISBOROUGH CASTLE. 

Iv other days, time-darken'd Conisb'n 

Men thought of Hengist whcn they spoke of thee ! 

As then it murmur'd, hasting to the sea, 
Through hazel bowere, where memory loves to bc : 
But in these days, thy pilgrims whisper low 
The name of Scott, and join with his thy name. 
Him, the Napoleon of Farnassus, thou 
Hast seen with Shakspeare equal deem'd in fame ; 
Nor may the Caesar of the Muses claim, 
His throne unshared. Twice thirteen years are past. 
Since hither, almost dead with care, I came, 
What time another Caesar fiercely cast 
O'er earth his stormy shade, which kings beheld 
aghast. 

Through Russian wastes that Caesar chased a cloud : 

Calm was its aspect ; for it had the power 

To make his crowded host a lifeless crowd, 

He being conquer'd in that fated hour, 

Which gave his queen destruction for a dower. 

Slow was its motion, and few accents loud 

Brake from its chambeT'd thunder as it fled ; 

But, when it stopp'd and spake, the conqueror bowel. 
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Lower than vanquish'd kings, his laurel'd head. 
They, waking from the vileness of their dread, 
Gazed on the self-crown'd wretch, in mean surprise ; 
Then, with the vulgär dust, which he had spread 
Around the consuPs chair, bedimm'd his eyes, 
And bade him die, as baffled baseness dies. 

Yet better was it, that the Fool of Force 
Triumph'd by force, and feil by force subdued, 
Than that the ancient thrones of foot and horse 
Had quelled, at once, the uproused raultitude, 
\Vhora giant wrongs with Titan might embued. 
Well fought the people under Terrors wing ; 
And banded monarchs trembled, fled, and sued ; 
For Terror ragri'd, GauFs omnipresent king ! 
And homed, on tyrants' hearths the storm they brewed ! 
They serve us still, with strife ! still, still renew'd ; 
The fight of fate accelerates their doom ; 
Themselves they mar, by battle, fraud, and feud ; 
And in large letters, of mixed flarae and gloom, 
Write, " The Republic ! cometh, and will come." 

Come the Republic then ! Or come the will 
Of one wise despot ! Let the Nation sway 
Or be swayed well ! (•) But we will not be still 
Of fifty thousand kingly-wolves the prey : 
O Britain, sweep them from thyMiearth away ! 

s 2 • 
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What ! shall they reign alone, like the simoom, 
Kings of the dead ? Not so I we toi], and pay ; 
And here we perish pall'd beneath their gloom — 
Ere Mockery, throned o'er London's ashes, say, 
" Behold a manless land ! a nation's tomb !" 
The heavens shall cry. Ha, ha ! and shout their dootn ; 
Their names shall be a byword of dismay; 
Chaff for the whirlwind shall their pomp become ; 
Their homes be graves, and dust for min they. 
Come the republic then ! but not the striie 
Of want-struck millions for irnmediate bread I 
" The labour of the poor man is his life," 
And on our lives shall palaced fraud be fed ? 
"Theywho rob him, strike Me !" the Lord hath said ; 
" They break my everlasting covenant 1 
Änd therefore worms beneath their pride are spread ; 
For are not murderers number d with the dead ? 
Fainting, their sons shall ask, their daughters pant, 
For drink and bread, in vain ; and both shall flee 
Unbless'd, go where they may, o'er land or sea, 
And learn how hard to bear are scom and want ! 
For I (the poor man 's God) his strength will be, 
And shake the dead leaves down, but save the tree ! " (•) 
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H Abont five years ago, a young lady came from London on a 
visit to a relative near Boltoo Abbey, and with a preseotiroent tbat 
she woold be drowned in the Strid of mouroful memory. For some 
time she refused to see it ; but, at last, overcome by the persuasion 
and ridicule of her friends, consented to do so. On approaching 
the water. which was forty-five feet deep, she threatened, with 
seemtng levity, to kap in. exdaiming— -" I am gone 1 " A Piercing 
shriek followed. She had taken the fatal plunge 1 A genüeman, a 
few yards bclow, caught hold of her bonnet, bat the strings broke — 
and she was drowned. 

(*) The caged eagles of Wharnclifle have been removed to tbe 
Sheffield Botanical Gardens. 

(«) Thomas Ovenden, author of " Flowers of Ebor." 

(«) Blacklow Stooe, near Glossop, the highest of the Derbyshire 
hüls. 

(•) " How happy might nations be, if they had not governments 
to hinder them ! " says Colonel Thompson, in bis letters of a re- 
presentative. "All the good which is attributed to governments, 
society does for itself," says a prohibited author. 

" Tbey spat in the faces of tbeir gigantic husbands," says Gibbon, 
speaking of tbe wives of certain Goths, who had surrendered a 
fortress to the eunuch Narses. But our matrons urge tbeir husbands 
to submit to laws, which, interdicting our best afiections, convert 
marriage into a crime and a curse, multiplied by the number of its 
births 1 If their daughters had one drop of true Gothic blood in 
their veins, the worst enemies of man (who. for the honour of 
human nature, it is hoped, have nothing human about them but the 
form) would soon. owl-like, hide themselves from the ligbt of day 
in those woods which they still call their own. 

(f) " If military men," says De Stael, "look with scorn on men 
of letters, it is because the latter seldom speak out But when the 
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SONG. 

Yt Banks and Brots <J Benny Doon. 

Oh, Love, thou art a heav'n on earth, 
And earth is heav'n enough for thee ! 
But souls must have their second birth, 
And far, far hence thy home must be : 
We go to join the lost and true, 
Our task perform'd, our foes forgiv'n : 
In wind and rain, on earth we grew, 
And need not fear the calm of heav'n. 

Beneath dim star, and clouded moon, 
Tom hearts may blissful secrets teil : 
Bright shines the ice on rocks at noon, 
And hoary locks become thee well : 
WTiat, though 'tis sad our way to wing 
From cares that give a charm to pain ? 
Our withering autumn shall be spring, 
And these dry branches bud again. 




LVRICS FOR MY DAVGHTERS. 



ittltmi Tiwii 

" The Home of Taste," say souls of dust, 

" Is not for men who toil : 
For bread alone they tili, and must, 
Life's hopeless soil." 

But here comes he whora no One knows, 

The thrall of tasteless power ; 
Why plucks he, as he homeward goes, 
The hawthom flower ? 

Red Rose, that lov"st the cottage door, 

If hope within there be ! 
Why stops a wretch so tired and poor, 
To look on thee ? 

Oh, yet the greatest and the least 

A Home of Taste will find ! 
And Knowledge spread her beauteous feast 
For all mankind 1 

The only high and heart-based throne 

Is unclass'd virtue's prize ; 
For who are great? The good alone, 
They only wise. 






SONG. 
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And what, sweet rose, sweet hawthorn flower, 

To hind, or artisan, 
Are Taste's pure charm, and Beaut/s power, 

ButGodin Man? 



CHANT. 

The angels are our brothers ; 

Let us like them become, 
And emulate in beauty 
The first-born of our home : 
Lord ! we are thine, and they are thine 
In rescued Eden, let us twine 
With mortal virtues love divine, 

And be earth's angels ! 



SONG. 

The Light of other Days. 

When days of firost and snow were over, 

I told the sleepless moon, 
I told the stars, that my true lover 

Would see his Mary soon : 
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Niiw, children seek the daisied closes 
Birds sing the green world o'er. 

And woodbines wed the wild hedge roses, 
But William comes no more ! 



Ere wintiy days again a 

Ere datsies come again, 
I shall not need a faithless iover, 

Nor wish for rest in vain : 
Oh, Woodbine flower, our last was spolten 

Where now thou tiauntest free ! 
Oh, wild Hedge Rose, roy heart is broken ! 

Thou bloom'st in vain for me. 



Leng Ago. 

Sing her a song of the white-headed one, 

Gone, gone before ! Gone, gone before ! 

Sing to her tears of the sirc who is gone ! 

When to come more ? Never more ! 

Heart-breaking sea, when she weepeth alone, 

Teil his sad child that the white-headed one 

Went to the grave blessing her who was gone 

Wide, wide waves o'er ! Wide waves o'er ! 
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Now sighs the widow unto the lone sea, 
" Bring her again ! Bring her again ! 
Sea, let the sad find a helper in thee ! 

Bring her again ! Soon again ! " 
Wild was the parting, but may there not be 
Tears which are blissful ? when sings the old sea, 
" Mother and Child ! thank the Good God for me ; 
Meet, meet again ! Meet again ! " 



SONG. 

God Save the Queen. 

For Spring, and flowers of Spring, 
Blossoms, and what they bring, 

Be our thanks given ; 
Thanks for the maiden's bloom ; 
For the sad prison's gloom ; 
And for the sadder tomb ; 

E'en as for Heav'n ! 

Great God, thy will is done, 
When the soul's rivers run 

Down the worn cheeks ; 
Done when the righteous bleed ; 
When the wrong'd vainly plead ; 
Done in th* unended deed, 

When the heart breaks. 




Lo, how the dutifiil 
Snows, clothe in beautiful 

Life, the dead earth ! 
Lo, how the douds distil 
Riches o'er vale and hill, 
While the storm's evil-will 

Dies in its birth ! 

Bless'd is th' unpeopled down ; 
BJess'd ,„ the crowded Iowa, 

Where the tired groan ; 
Pain but appears to be ; 
What are Man's fears to Thee, 
God ! if all tears shall be 

Gems on thy throne? 



SONG. 
JMn Adair. 

When the pale worker faints, 

Making no inoan, 

Though his unutter'd piain ts 

Rise to God's throne, 
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What from despair can keep 
Languor too tired to sleep, 
Sorrow too sad to weep ? 

Music alone ! * 

Milton, poor, old, and blind, 

Fated to bear 
Worst woes that scourge his kind, 

Did not despair : 
What, behind curtains worn, 
Where his night knew no morn, 
Held up his heart forlorn ? 

Music was there. 

Then, to the hopeless one, 

Thus, if you can, 

Sing, weary wife or son, 

Wasted and wan : 

" Though pain our portion be, 

High is our destiny : 

Born thrall of poverty, 

Still thou art Man ! " 

" Homer and Plato were 

Kindred of thine ; 

With thee the angels share 

Utt'rance divine ; 

• It costs nothing, and the stanring man has nothing. Bring 
music to thc/<vr mans htartk, and he will not seek it in the ale- 
house. 
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Heav'n hath thine image got 
Jesus partook thy iot ; 
And where night cometh 

""hy sun will shine." 



Dark, deep, and cold the current flow 
Unto the sea where no wind blows, 
Seeking the land which no one knows. 

O'er its sad gloom still comes and goes 
The mingled wail of friends and foes, 
Borne to the land which no one knows. 

Why shrieks for help yon wretch, who goes 
With millions, from a world of woes, 
Unto the land which no knows? 

Though myriads go with him who goes, 
Alone he goes where no wind blows, 
Unto the land which no one knows. 

For all must go where no wind blows, 
And none can go for him who goes ; 
None, none retum whence no one knows. 



hine." I 



PLAINT. 

Yet why should he who shrieking goes 
With millions, from a world of woes, 
Reunion seek with it or those ? 

Alone with God, where no wind blows, 
And Death, his shadow — doom'd, he goes : 
That God is there the shadow shows. 
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Oh, shoreless Deep, where no wind blows ! 
And, thou, oh, Land which no one knows ! 
That God is All, His shadow shows. 



THE YEAR OF SEEDS. 



TO WILLOUGHBY WOOD, ESQ., 



ä CVCLB OF REVOLUTIONARY 



Toy of the Titans ! Tiny Harp ! again 
I quarre! with the order of thy strings, 
Establish'd by the law of sonnel-kings, 
And used by giants who do nought in vain. 
Was Petrarch, then inistaken in the strain 
That charms Italia? Were they tasteless things 
That Milton wrought ? And are they mutterings 
Untunefii), that pay Wordsworth with pleased pain? 
No. But I see that tyrants come of slaves ; 
That states are won by rush of robbers' steel ; 
And millions starved and tortured to their graves, 
Because as they are taught men think and feel ; 
Therefore, I change the sonnet's slavish notes 
For cheaper music, suited to my thoughts. 
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II. 



Far uplands, gleaming suddenly, advance ; 
And under.the broad moon their farthest snows 
Shine like the sunbright lakes of new-found lands ; 
While from her forehead she her dark hair throws, 
And (lord of midnight,) the rapt poet Stands 
Mute as the Roman, from the shore of France 
Gazing on Britain o'er the virgin sea ; 
And weaving then the fates that were to be, 
For generations, times, and climes, and Strands, 
Unknown and unconceived. Oh, unborn Year ! 
Disclose the Comings which the past commands, 
The joy, the woe, the crime, the hope, the fear, 
That bid the future join the ages gone, 
Still uttering the eternal mandate, " On ! " 



in. 

In the mark'd hut, whose flamed-up smoke declares 
That morn approaches, heavily snores one 
Who loves the moon, and seldom sees the sun : 
Upon his chested picklocks, gun, and snares, 
He sits, and nods. Starting, he wakes, and Stares 
Red as the fire, after his boys, who run 
Through the quick-closing door, into the dun 
Cold road, for warmth ; while his gloom'd wife pre 
pares 
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His moming supper. Why do inen deny 
His right to live by honest lalxiur? Why, 
Ev'n as the desert's tiger, is he free? 
Gamekeeper once, now poacher, (When to be 
Burglar and cutthroat?) the worid's worst he dores ; 
Because he stole one of our Master's bares ! 



Why do tbe tears swell in his gloom'd wife's eyes? 

To her and hers he is already lost. 

Oh, conscious river, crisping in the frost ! 

Thou snow, that stiflest echo ! and ye skies, 

Alive with stars, that seem to watch the glade, 

And, there, some object, that all ghastly lies ! 

The last night of the dying Year hath seen 

Two widows and twelve orphans newly made ! 

And Law will have another victim soon. 

Not ten yards from our Lady's wayside spring ; 

Where daisy-rill, iced o'er, is glittering, 

The lover's gate, and gospel-thom between ; 

Upon its back lies stark a horrid thing, 

With dead eyes staring at the ghastly moon. 



Not die? Who saith that Nature cannot die? 
Everywhere spreadeth, all things covereth 
Echoless, motionless, unbounded snow 
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The vagrant's footfall waketh no reply : 

Starved wretch ! he pauseth — Whither would he go ? 

He listeneth finger-lipp'd, and nothing saith 

Of all the thoughts that filPd his soul with woe, 

But, freezing into stiffness, lacketh breath. 

Dumb deadness pilloweth day on every hill. 

Earth has no sound, no motion the dead sky ; 

No current, sensible to ear or eye, 

The muffled stream's unconquerable will. 

The pulse of Being seemeth Standing still ; 

And January is the King of Death. 



vi. 

Give not our blankets, tax-fed Squire, to him, 
Thy willing pauper, with the dangerous brow ! 
He is not worthier, generous Squire, than thou, 
But stronger far, and sound in wind and limb. 
Know'st thou yon widow ? She is wise and chastc ; 
And comely, though her famish'd eyes wax dim. 
Her husband built a house upon the waste, 
And lost it : they who found it should make haste 
With help for her who, eise, will die to-day. 
She hath no blankets ! and no parish-pay : 
But she hath frosted feet, a fireless grate, 
A well-swept floor — by neighbour's feet untrod ! 
Tears, which are ice ; a starved dog, a clean plate. 
Her wedding ring, her bible — and her God ! 
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Ralph Leech believes (and he can read and wriie.) 
That Conference Kunday-schools have saved ihc 

nation. 
He would compel the dark to seek his light, 
Yet hates, for freedom's salce, state-education. 
That com laws are " Man's wisdom. and Gotl's 

mercy j " 
That Prairie is the Book of Common Prayer ; 
And that one Shakspeare is a fat old Player; 
He doubts no more than that Canton's in Jersey. 
Though cold the night, how fast his chapel fills ! 
Why ? Sir De Suckem hath a message sent, 
Urging the Suckems of the People's Cause 
To prop Saint Suckem's Navigation laws ; 
Therefore, our friends petition Parliament 
Against cheap sugar, slavery, and steam mills ! 



All hail, Westknab ! Great Kinder ! Blakelowscar ! 
Slanedge ! Winhill ! Storm's Blackstone ! From 

When ye come forth in ether clear and still, 

Sad tidings ye convey to Hargate-rill 

Of Coming wreck and elemental war. 

While broadens the bright sun, or noontide star; 
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As if, comipted by their uncurb'd will, 
The lofty and the bright rejoiced in ill 
So, when drew nigh doom'd Britain's baleful hour, 
Fortents of mightiest Evil Spirits cast 
I)ire brightness on the face of Evil Power; 
And love and labour, heart-struck, stood aghast, 
\Vhile horror wrote, beneath th 1 aifrighted sky 
A blood-red warning for eternity. 



IX. 

Rivers are torrents, vales and plains are lakes, 
When February draws her curtains down. 
Rain ! rain ! The universal snow forsakes 
Moorland and mountain, forest, farm, and town. 
Rain ! Rain ! it pours, it pours. Red land-floods 

drown 
Blue ocean's baffled tide. With calm cold frown, 
The cold grey rock, that saw death's cradle, wakes 
From his old dream of drowth, to find his home 
In cloud-hung deluge. The old forest shakes 
His wrinkled forehead o'er the whirling foam 
Of inland sea ; and with the haste that takes 
Life's sad last blessing, down the revels come 
Of sky and upland, mix'd in cataract 
That rioteth in waste, like one who long hath 

lack'd. 
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1 still to lose prepare. 
:ans I cause awhilc. 



Thou will not? Play, then. Ye again have lost, 

Kings of the robb'd ! and at your proper cost, 

Must ri.sk, henceforth, your stakes and tnimps of 

guile. 
What, though your Kinglings, in themselves a host. 
Will pack your Cards ? They tremble, while they smile. 



Oh, that the winds of March could wither up 

The never-sleeping treachery of Kings ! 

What, though Commotion hath the whirlwind's wings, 

If blind Misrule is still the Unwithstood ? 

What, though wrong'd men have starrlud Fraud and 

Force, 
If the leagued dynasties of Foot and Horse 
Brood o'er a new Niagara of blood, 
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And drunken Waste still hugs her empty cup? 
Hark, how the World's benetted miscreancies 
Chaunt their growl'd slang, for altar, jail, and throne, 
While in the Bael of sworded villanies 
Each paltry despotling protects his own 1 
Proving the soundness of the saw accursed, 
That little tyrants always are the worst 

XII. 

Cold sneerers, dead to pity, lost to shame ! 
It came, it cometh, " the tremendous gloom," 
That huri'd the sire-dethroner to his doom ; 
God whispers — Hark ! he names " Thedreaded Name 
Of Demogorgon ! " Still your wolfish laws 
Bare chain'd Prometheus to your vulture-claws ; 
And hope ye to escape the Torturer's fate ? 
Though long delay'd, it cometh, as it came ! 
It cometh — and will find you taught too late, 
Soul-chaining, chain'd in soul, repentant never, 
Darkest, yet darkening ! Then, the fated frown 
Will cast ye deep beneath all darkness down, 
And brighten'd by your infamous renown, 
All other infamy look bright for ever. 

XIII. 

Hath April wept herseif into a dream 

Of wondrous joy ? or a reality 

Fairer and brighter than all dreaming ? Deem 
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Not lightly, Bard, of her reg.tliiy 

In goodness. Lo, the beautiful are strong ! 

Lo, gentlest-love is power, «hose noiseless stream 

Keeps fresh the sea of life, which eise would teem 

OnJy with plagues ! Oh, gold-bill'd Ouzle's song ! 

Hath love's still might waked thee ? Love's April ! 

coldly 
Primrosy airs breathe round thee. Clouds behold 

And mix thy music with their blushes. Morn, 
De w-gli stening Mom, is silvering rock and tree, 
While shadows shorten o'er the whitening thom, 
Perch'd onwhose topmost-twig the woodwele hymneth 
thee. 



Red evening, in her green-and-silver robes, 
Looks from the uplands on the lakes below, 
O'er realms of hawthom, white with little globes 
In which is folded up May's fragrant snow. 
Wtth closing eyes, to sleep the daisies go ; 
Beneath the fire-flower'd broom awakes the hare ; 
And gentle winds are waiting, lain to blow 
News of the open'd rose to sons of care 
Who toil for coffins ! where the brave despair. 
There, lo, in Trade's dark street, his trade of woe 
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The ever-weary village-genius plies ! 
Poor Boy ! he sees not that he daily dies ; 
Though oft he longs to see the pink'd flower grow 
Where, wing'd with love's glad strength, the wheeling 
plover cries. 

xv. 

Oh, many-window'd House, whose light is gloom ! 
A homeless youth (brought by despair, to die 
Where hope comes not,) pants in thy upper room, 
And sees the May-Day lark ascend the sky ; 
But flower of May shall never meet his eye, 
Nor mate the earth-womVs all-forgotten guest 
No. She who would have calPd the golden broom, 
Or hawthorn-flower, to love him in the tomb, 
Hath long been haven'd where the weary rest 
Who sees him weep ? Who hears his latest sigh ? 
What hireling fiend mocks twice his parting groan ? 
His sire, his sister, the last friend, are gone 
To Sin's Australia, where the bad thrive best ; 
And in a crowded world, he dies alone. 

XVI. 

Not here, not here ! I beg it as a boon ; 

If ye dare weep and hope to be forgiv'n, 

I-ay not the poet of the village here, 

Where comes no sunlight, save the grin of noon ! 

But to that grave-yard, füll of peace and heav'n, 
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Where, not unhonour'd, rests a village seer, 
(Who lived beloved, to die forgotten soon,) 
Bear ye the child of flowers. Oh, lay him near 
His grandsire's bones ! für * L: "'ier — wheo the wind 
Bends the young twig, or sl s the old leaf down— 
May stray (loo scornful of ine plündert lown,) 
Some hopeful, worth-respecting bard sublime. 
Who (in man's ashes honouring human kind,) 
May read the name of both, and do it into rhyme. 



Why? If the unremember'd are a crew 

That yet will number all beneath the sun, 

Though words outlive the evil that men do, 

And written be their names in blood and ftame, 

Ev'n of the famous famed shall be not one ! 

Why lingers, then, on his greystone. the name 

Of one whom all forget ? Moss, water, air, 

Day, night, ask Why? And our poor hearts declare 

That ev'n this record is a sort of fame ! 

But though mute words may hallow long the spot 

Where the forgotten say, " Forget us not," 

We write on graves the heart's last wish in vain ! 

And dust and lime, at last, aJone remain 

Where mind that was can never be again. 
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XVIII. 

Would they were written, (and in heaven they are,) 

The patient deeds of men of low estate ! 

Esteem'd so little, but how truly great ! 

When will their modest beams be hail'd afar, 

And peacefully smile down the pomps of war ? 

Oh, when will Labour's weary sons descry, 

Illumining with love an equal sky, 

The honour'd rays of Toil's eternal star? 

I know that our Redeemer lives ; I know 

That well He marks our strife with want and fear ; 

Our long-assured inheritance of woe ! 

I know that his good angels love to write 

Our humblest deeds in everlasting light ; 

But Here Men Toil For Man's Redemption Here ! 



XIX. 

And, Wordsworth, yet, thy soul, in good-abounding, 
Will brim a world-wide cup, with purest good, 
And be to sever*d lands a saviour flood, 
(Not the loud-sounding, but the ever-sounding !) 
With wafted blessings lonest isles surrounding: 
The gentle ripple, and its low, sad wind, 
Have found materials which the wise shall find 
Broad cities of the just on all shores founding. 
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Grand is thy temple for the soul-freed slave, 
"With its foundations laid beneath the grave !" 
And safe the bud which thou " with dewdrops shield- 

est!" 
Then, hyrnn not thou pomp's pagan-priests and Stalls ; 
Doom'd statecraft's doom'd religion of stone walls ! 
Such things are cold dead rubbish, "where thou 

buildest." 



Not that there is no greatness in the fane 
That homes the spirit of man's deepest dread ; 
Chapel, Morai, Cathedra) ! Not in vain 
The temple built with hands its roof hath spread 
Beneath th' unpillar'd blue, wherever rain 
Falls, or fire bums. For if the sleepless main 
Clasps not an isle man-peopled to his breast ; 
Hut there some tokens of Hope's doubt attest 
The deathless sov'reignty of Death and Pain, 
Oreat is the least ! as will the greatest be, 
When moss shall creep o'er London 's horaeless wai 
And, taught by nation-humbling funerals, 
The Pilgrim of the Future there shall see 
Dead Worship's Skeleton ! and pausing sigh, " Sa 
Paul's ! " 



THE YEAR OF SEEDS. 28 S 



XXI. 

Church of the Hamlet ! thy grey tower and thee 
Coeval elms hide from the passer-by : 
Temple within a temple ! thou can'st see, 
Unseen thyself, the pilgrim, quietly 
Seated below ; or Coming funeral ; 
Or wedding-part/s quicker pace, to me 
Sadder than funeraFs slow solemnity, 
Its young, white bearers, or its sable pall. 
But I tread on thy graves. Lo, freshly blown, 
June's trellised flowers o'er-top the ancient wall 
Of the good curate's garden ! peeping down, 
As if to read, with me, on stones moss-grown, 
Names of the dead ! whose doings none recall ; 
VVhose doom — Oblivion ! is the doom of all. 



XXII. 

Though thou no cloud in breezeless heav'n beholdest, 
Foreshowing Gentianella ! from the clown 
Thy bright intensity of blue thou foldest ; 
And he, assured of rain, his scythe lays down. 
Hast thou no deeper knowledge? Say, for right 
Strove roused France vainly ? Shall the Muscovite 
From Fiume steam for Ixmdon ? Eager, here, 
To wreathe with thorn the patriot-martyr's crown. 
And vaunt base scorn of hated Liberty, 
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The feudal horde snufTs coming mischief. Peer, 
And squire, fand would-be squire and peer,) agree 
To ban the wretch wlio struggles to be free; 
And, grinning, shnig the yet-unknouted Shoulders 
Thal may be bared, ere long, to stränge beholders 



Oh, can July with woodbines ring her fingere. 
And crown with roses her too regal head, 
While, pa]e as snow, distracted Freedom lingers, 
Gazing on cities where her best have bled ? 
Worriere of Nations ! render up your dead ! 
Calabrian Polecat ! many dead are thine : 
Twice on thy people's heart's blood hast thou fed. 
Cur of Vienna ! can thy teeth be red 
With Roman göre, and desolation's wine, 
And thou a Caesar ? Be thou, then, the last 
Thal Roman will endure, or Europe see. 
Oh, Etna's Isle ! Rome ! Venice ! Italy ! 
Among your martyr's bones these vermin cast, 
And on their doings let them feast or fast 



The footprints of departed life remain 

For hours, or years, or age-long years of years, 

On sand, clay, stone. Thus, chroniclers of tears 
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Die, but not so Time's History of Pain. 

Rooted on graves, Truth bears a living flower ! 

Man may forgive, but wounds their scars retain 

As warnings ! and the Powers of Good ordain 

That to forget shall not be in our power. 

For worst ills, too, have roots : they are the fruit 

Of plotted action worn to habitude ; 

And the grey dynasties of Force might live, 

Safe in their privilege of fraud and feud, 

If agony died recordless and mute, 

And to forget were easy as forgive. 

XXV. 

The heath-flower reddens. Purple Guttergrub, 
To slay the moorcock cometh, fierce and fighty. 
King of a dog-cart, and his shooting-club ; 
Sublime in conflict with starved berry-getters ; 
And teaching poor folks to respect their betters ; 
He thinks he is, at least, the King Almighty. 
How like a toothless bitch that fain would bite, he 
Calls freetrade-humbugs " Scoundrel, Scamp, and 

Scrub !" 
Yet, like a thief who sees a constable, 
He drops, when blustering most, his under jaw ! 
Ho, every slave firom Perth to Dunstable, 
Take from your looms and plates this magnate's paw. 
And he shall yet become of lawless Law 
The best Reformer that the world e'er saw ! 
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Seven-Childed Widow ! are ihy boys at home? 

Why, singly, seek'st thou food on wastes of stone ? 

With coward outrage Kinglingdom hath sown 

Kven the desert ! and they dare not come, 

Though they are starving ! Therefore, doth she roam 

God's keepefd Moor, eager to seil for bread 

Its only crop. But, Tyrant-sparing Heav'n ! 

Down come lue hüls — a sea ui iire and luam ! 

The small speck covereth Light, as with a shroud. 

Thou an a Night of clouds, thou little cloud I 

Who into lightning, with his heavy tread, 

Stamps the blind darkness. o'erthemountainsspread? 

Where is the Mother of the starving seven ? 

She shrieks ! Deaf Deluge seizeth her. She's dead. 



xxvii. 
August ! 'tis passing pleasant to behold 
Thy rising comstack, and exulting wain ; 
Or, while the workers gather in the grain. 
Gaze on thy seas of life-sustaining gold ; 
Or, wake the grey of earliest mom, and climh 
Up to thy mountain'd wildernesses cold, 
When nought is moving on the silent wold. 
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Except the shadow of heaven's only cloud. 
Who would not seek thy solitudes sublime, 
To tread their shoreless purple all alone. 
And of their proud solemnity be proud ? 
Surely, the heart were made of steel or stone, 
That did not feel their grandeur, and confess 
" The might, the majesty of loneliness." 

XXVI 11. 

VVe are not lonely, Kinderscout ! I stand 

Here, with thy sire, and gaze, with him and thee, 

On desolation. This is Liberty ! 

I want no wing, to lift me from the land, 

But look, soul-fetter'd, on the wild and grand. 

Oh, that the dungeon'd of the earth were free 

As these fix'd rocks, whose summits bare command 

Yon cloud to stay, and weep for Man, with me ! 

Is this, then, solitude ? To feel our hearts 

Lifted above the world, yet not above 

The sympathies of brotherhood and love ? 

To grieve for him who from the right departs ? 

And strive, in spirit, with the martyr'd good ? 

" Is this to be alone ? " Then, welcome solitude. 

XXIX. 

Month of the fire-tinged leaves ! why shall December 
Scatter them, saying, " Honour to the strong ? " 
Quietest Month of Robin Redbreast's song ! 
vol. 11. i T 
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Month of its sweetest tjutetness. September! 
Thought's Month ! pale townsmen, stretch'd in pain, 

remember 
Thy second bloom of dewy flowers, and long 
In vain, to wander with the golden gorse, 
Where heav'n's blue brightens, and thy blue bells 

throng 
Over the uplands. Village children leam 
Early, to seeb them there. The poor man's horse 
Rejoices, too ; and while the gorgeous fem 
Deepens the glory of thy yellow wastes, 
The sad-brow'd gipsy to their greenness hastes, 
And to thy fountain'd swamps the worm-fed birds re- 
turn. 



Art thou a colourist? Mark, how yon red 
Poppy, and that bright patch of yellow broom, 
Cliff-borae above green depths and purply gloom, 
Like sparte and blaze on smiling darkness shed, 
Give and take beauty ! Mark, too, overhead, 
How the rieh verdure of this ancient tree, 
And the deep purple of the bank agree 
To thrive in partnership ! And while the bed 
Of the clear stream, through tints of every hue, 
Lifts its bathed pebbles, lo ! to brighten all, 
The little narebell brings its bit of blue, 
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And is a gainer ! happy to behold 

Red blessing green, and purple gilding gold ; 

Of light and shade a marriage festival ! 

XXXI. 

Ay, startle with the sound of falling leaves 
Yon white-hair'd man, October ! he, like thee, 
To summer's glowing brightness fondly cleaves, 
And doom'd no more of hope's glad crew to be, 
Speaks of his mournful doom reproachfully. 
His year hath gather'd in its golden sheaves. 
The weary wretch complains, that he must sleep. 
Because his work is done, the idler grieves ; 
Because he can no longer get or keep 
The things that call on men to toil and weep. 
Then, let thy far-off sea-voiced winds growl out 
Their " Here-we-come ! " forestalling accents deep 
Of Doom's dread trumpet! when the heav'ns will 

shout, 
" Hasten to Judgment, Child of Death and Doubt : '' 

XXXII. 

Flower-weeping April Starts to life again, 
When arch October for November weaves 
A wedding garment in a shroud of tears. 
Tis made of pearlets splinter'd from the rain ; 
Or dewdrops shaken from the nodding spears 

v 2 



iga THE YEAR OF SEEDS. 

Thal guard the cold roois of the bare blackthom ; 

And flowers (like April's) hasten to adom 

Its mijt'd hues, won from sunset. Through fall'n 

leaves 
The primrose peeps ! homed where the wren abides j 
The violet, too ! that would be loved, yet hides 
Her bcauty, dark with passion ; and the whin, 
Pale want's rough friend, laughs out to all "Oood 

Murrow," 
And calls no child of woe a child of sin, 
But, Aprü-blossom'd, hoards a smile lor sonrow. 



November's marriage-peal, fär off, is booming : 
The bridegroom's face is sorrowfully glooming ; 
He saith, " December's chilling mist is Coming ! " 
His gait is feeble, and bis back is bow'd. 
The sad wind suddenly its moaning husheth ; 
Hark ! scarcely heard, the unseen runlet gusheth ! 
But soon again the moaning wind outrusheth, 
And seemeth bickering with some moumful cloud. 
Beneath the skkly moon the owl is flying ; 
Not to the misty moon the owl is crying ; 
Not to the owl the startled rat replying : 
November married April, and is dying ! 
Near him, his young bride patiently is sighing ; 
And, lo, the moon hath cast away her shroud ! 
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XXXIV. 



Alas, Victoria ! Nation-loved Regina ! 

Thy Kinglings make their infamy our own. 

England ! where now is saviour-sold Messina ? 

Slain are her sons, her palaces o'erthrown. 

Thy felon Steuart was not mean and base 

As Blum's destroyer. Give him, then, thy hand, 

Thou loathed of Nature ! Dost thou know the land 

In which the loathing earth-worm slinks not down, 

When sad winds name thee, near her dwelling-place ? 

Betrayer of Mankind in Freedom's name ! 

Who doth not think of thee and thine with shame ? 

The damn'd of old, redeem'd by thy disgrace, 

Brighten in hell The angels suffer pain, 

Blushing for thee, where Eliot, Hampden, Vane, 

Ask of each other, " Died we, then, in väin ? ^ 



XXXV. 

Methinks, I see thy bravest of the brave 
Pale on his blighted deck. Whom tends he there ? 
The woman-fiend who serves a devil-queen, 
And that queen's husband. On the deep they stare ! 
For, lo, upright, Starts from his watery grave 
One, whose death-pangs two there have caused and 
seen ! 



*9» 
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Shrieks the King-miscreant, " What with us wams 

he?" 
And all see death ' two, death and infamy ! 
Tired Hell's Deputed Traitress ! thy worst foe, 
When execration writes thy vi lest deed, 
Could not in damning stör} - wish to read 
A sadder trilogy of words of woe 
Than " Britain ! Nelson ! Carracciolo 1 " 
_ And yet thou seem'st not vile äs thou would's! 



ints 



Realm-SteaJing Patron of all states and men ! 
Thy flag the sign of peace-prelended war, 
Wherever flying ! would that thou could'st see 
Thyself as others see thee ! Thou would'st, then, 
Knowing thyself, see others as they are. 
Erin would cease to stench the ocean-wave 
With victim-freights of helots, nick-named free ; 
Nor would that Hell of Nations be thy grave. 
Oh, never may she see thee wreck'd with spoil ! 
A beggar, with all scora by beggary named ! 
Pride's meanest cringer ! asking leave to toil 
Of her, once lowest of earth's poorest pooj ! 
And in thy vtleness hounded from her door, 
Yet fain to kiss her foot, and not ashamed ! 
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XXXVII. 



Tyrants ! ye are an unimproving race ; 
And 'tis the nature of the conquering base 
To trample on the helpless tili he die : 
So, ye have advertised for Kossuth's head ! 
For Kossuth lives ! nor yet is Freedom dead. 
Oh, yet her blood will blaze from sky to sky ! 
Yet, yet o'er Man's Rebellion will be pour'd, 
In seas of fire, the universal horde 
Whose name is Slave ! Then, wilt thou, Destiny, 
VVrite in her blood, o'er blood-quench'd Hungary, 
" Here thou hast won the gate of boundless sway ; 
Steam hence for London, Triple-Million'd Sword ! " 
Or, on the quenchless heav'ns, " Behold the way 
To Petersburgh and Moscow, Liberty ! " 



XXXVIII. 

What said that jailer jail'd, who would have been, 

Had he been just, of men the greatest man ? 

44 Europe, ere long, will be republican, 

Or Cossack." What say they, whom we have seen 

Risking dominion for their own vile ban ? 

44 Better the Cossack than the artisan ! 

Better one master, than the public will ! " 

Ay, dig your mean grave deep, ye swift to screen 
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H'rong and the wronger ! for the self-betray'd 

Are God's abandon'd. Ye shall be obey'd. 

1 .»ng-waiting Nicholas is patient still ; 

Tending his work " r A — ll: ™-* — 'n and woe, 

And for his nei in and hill 

Sowing worst weec ~ nave sworn, shall grow ! 



XXXIX. 

I dream'd that God was Silence. Air was dead. 

And Life a corpse laid out The clouds had died 

Of sunless cold. O'er all things snow was spread. 

Mute as the billows of a froren sea ; 

And, voiceless, the etemal wind swept wide 

Under dumb skies, o'er steel-like sea and land. 

Echo herseif had perish'd, but reply 

From her none needed was, where rime forgot 

The letters of his name, and sound was not, 

And motion soundless ; and all victory 

Crown'd freezing Death, who, with world-covering 

hand, 
And sword-like pen — and with an inward laugh — 
On Mind's vast grave, wrote dead Hope's epitaph 
In ice for ink : " Her Dream was Liberty." 



What Godsarethese? Bright red, or white andgreen, 
Some of them jockey-capp'd and some in hats, 
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The gods of vermin have their runs, like rats. 
Each has six legs, four moving, pendent two, 
Like bottled tails, the tilting four between. 
Behold Land-Interest's Compound Man-and-Horse, 
Which so enchants his outraged helot-crew, 
Hedge-gapping, with his hörn, and view-halloo, 
O'er hunter's clover — glorious broom and gorse ! 
The only crop his godship ever grew : 
Except his crop of hate, and smouldering ire, 
And cloak'd contempt, of coward insult born, 
And hard-faced labour, paid with straw for com, 
And fain to reap it with a scythe of fire. 



XLI. 

Lo, here comes farmer Nimrod, on his grey ! 

Eager his victim's well-earn'd hate to brave, 

And proud to be a tyrant and a slave, 

He damns his feeders twenty times a day : 

" What right to think of his concerns have they ? " 

Well can he bear the trader's land-made cares : 

" Happy the poor," quoth he ; " for thrive who may, 

A comfortable Workhouse still is theirs. w 

Yet swaps he not his happiness for ours ! 

But in the page that lauds his right to wrong, 

Reads weekly, That Trade's gains to him belong ; 

For what the country grows, the town devours 1 
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" He needs nor towns, nor trade ! but traders eat ; 
And they must pay his price ! or he will grow no 
wheat." 



AI! white below, and brightly blue above I 

A fitting temple for Etemal Love, 

Dceembers World of snow and sky! art diou. 

The groinings of its roof no stone requirc ; 

The spangles of its dorne are worlds of fire ; 

Its pillars are the Everlasting Now. 

Throned on his deeds, He reigns — by all beheld, 

By all obe/d ; soul-felt, and soul-adored, 

And soul-proclaim'd ; of Life and Death 

Lord! 
I kneel to Him in reverence, not in fear; 
And on his forehead, easy to be spell'd. 
Read his great precept, " Let the soul be free." 
Oh, God of Works ! why should I worship here 
A god of words, when I can worship Thee ? 



Wich words for chains, in links of prose or rhyme, 
We proudly fix the Homeless in his place ; 
Naming Etemity, we think of time ; 
Naming Infinity, we think of space ; 



• 
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Of the worm's path, whose crawlings we can trace 
On vast immutabilities of dust ; 
The deathless monuments of human trust, 
Which passing hours, or moments, still efface. 
Proud of our foolscap, and its jangled bells ; 
Blind to the All-Apparent, All-Unknown, 
\Vho tips with suns his spires and pinnacles ; 
Our ignorance on our vanity we enthrone, 
And in a little chapel of our own 
Creep to the worship of dead syllables. 



XLIV. 

Blind leaders of the blind, by blindness led, 

Men say to God, and his Eternal Year, 

" Stop ! it is finish'd ! let your rushing skies 

Rein in their fiery steeds, and be at rest" 

Yet do our altars stand, though built of sod ! 

Then, scorn not Error. Dateless is the faction 

That, if they could, would bridle Mind's career, 

And eagerly erase the words of light 

O'er Truth's wide portals written to be read : 

" All things that are, or were, are thought in action. 

The testing of the Thinker's theories ; 

And they who limit knowledge, do their best 

To stop, or hinder, Progress Infinite, 

The Wisdom and the Happiness of God ! " 




The moming of tbe last day of the year 

Instructs me that mv couise is nearly run. 

1 thank Thee i im sun, 

Faiher of Seaso ' I m here 

To do thy will ; 

Of a New Life .v 

In worthy strife? 

Awaits rae? . Fathci, . .uusl a_j 

Before Thee, to be sentenced. 

In kindness, I am safe. What i: 

That only which we build for Thee and thine. 

Who shall reap love, unless he sow in love? 

If 1 have labour'd for myself alone, 

I need no lock'd strong cofier : Nought is mine ! 



The evening of the Year's last day is comej 
And on pale Erin's face, (but not like one 
Who hath no hope,) with lingering gaze, the sun 
Looks, pausing still to look. There is no bloom 
On her closed Ups, no passion on her brow ; 
Vet never seem'd she beautiful as now ! 
And pride and grandeur deepen in the gloom 
Which his large brow casts o'er her winding-sheet 
And lifeless locks. The blue sky is her tomb, 
The sea her bier. " We patt," he says, " to meet ; 
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Yet shalt thou live, and love, be bless'd, and bless ; 
Yet shalt thou — holy, happy, changed — arise." 
And he thanks God ! with splendor-flashing eyes, 
And firier fervor in his thankfulness. 



XLVH. 

Night ! starless Night ! thick darkness, fioortl with 

snow! 
If this be death, the Soul of Things repairs, 
In death, the strength by which th' immortals reign, 
And suffering truth to be a martyr dares : 
If this be death, in death the mind prepares 
The growths of larger thought than yet hath been, — 
The unconceived, that shall be feit and seen, 
And bow the heav'ns, to lighten toil and pain : 
If this be death, through death to life we go ! 
For what is death, but sleep in starless night ? 
In sleep, the childless sees her son restored ; 
In sleep, the widow clasps again her lord ; 
And sleep gives blissful tears to hopeless woe : 
Then, why should Death the pillow'd soul affright ? 

XLVHI. 

Answer me, Fear ! Thou in the depths dost dwell 
In darkest depth ; for light is dark to thee, 
And noon concealeth the dread Mystery 
Which men call nothingness, and fate, and hell. 
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Profoundest Fear ! who, closing thy wide eyes, 
Beholdest God ! and two eternities ! 
And shriek'st. "The One ! The sole Infallible 
Brave Trembler ! Thou, who seek'st, and fear'st to 

find, 
The Cause Uncaused of mindless things and mind, 
The Unapproach'd, Unsearchab :, Alone ! 
If pain thou know'st, if weakne: knows thee well, 
And if thy weakness is unmeasured might, 
Answer me ! Why should helpless Death affrighi 
The Lifter of the Veit of the Unknovm ? 



What doth it cover? Mystery and Thee, 
Life Everlasting, and All-vital Sleep, 
That Mystery is, and evermore will be. 
Thou art all passions, all in one, dark Fear ! 
All passions of all men, the bond and free, 
Whether they love, or hate, or laugh, or weep ; 
For all would have, and all who have would keep. 
Then, lift the veil, and thy own features see 
Beneath it, thou strong servant of Love's might ! 
Taught by the Progresser to show Man here 
God's face in goodness only, and the right ; 
Reading his Name in darkness which is light ; 
And ever summoning the infinite 
Of age-long moments, to complete his Year ! 
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And to the Father of Eternal days, 
And fairest things, that fairer yet will be, 
Shall I no song of adoration raise, 
While Passion's world, and Life's great agony, 
Are one dread hymn, dread Progresser ! to Thee ? 
Thou, Love, axt Progress ! And be thine the praise 
If I have ever loved thy voice divine, 
And o'er the sadness of my slanderM lays 
Flings its redeeming charm a note of thine. 
Oh, Gentlest Might Almighty ! if of mine 
One strain shall live, let it thy impress bear ; 
And please wherever humble virtues twine 
The rose and woodbine with the thorns of care, 
Thriving because they love ! Thy temple, Lord, is 
there ! 

After much theory, and soroe practice, I venture to propose the 
measure of this sonnet as a patteru to English sonnetteers ; for 
white, to nie, the Petrarchan, in our language, is at once, iramelo- 
dious and inharmonious, the music of this, in its linked unity, is 
both sweet and various, and when closed by an alexandrine, majestic. 




BALLADS. 



ONE OF THE HOMES, 






The small boy, in his home of sighs, 

As if hc hated man, 
Died, with raised hand, and open eyes, 

Frowning at little Ann. 
Then, died his bird : she wept, she sigh'd : 

Twas wora to skin and bone ; 
But whether it of famine died, 

Or fever, is not known. 
She wept, but not for John — and yet 

She loved her brother well ; 
She wept — wept for his little pet ! 

But why she could not teil. 
Where frown'd its friend, his bird she put 

Within the coffin small ; 
But then the lid refused to shut ! 

She thought she heard him call ! 
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The dead hand propp'd the coffin-lid, 

Above the dreadful frown ; t 

It would keep up ! it would, and did ; 

The joiner screwed it down. 
And so, they slept in Company ; 

The blighted feather'd flower ! 
And poor bud of humanity — 

Both blighted in one hour. 
Farewell, thou old street-shunning lane, 

Where John whole hours would stay, 
When welcomed flowers came back again, 

To welcome rainbow'd May ! 
Flowers which by name he once could call ! 

For he, with childish pride, 
Had kept, at home, a funeral 

Of flowers, that weekly died. 
His father, who loved wild flowers, too, 

Had taught the child their names, 
Though, with a florisfs pride, he grew 

Outlandish flowers, in frames. 
Where lay the father on the floor, 

Was laid the coffin small ; 
The mother lay behind the door, 

So, there were four in all ; 
The blasted, black, once beauteous thorn. 

That never more would grow ; 
The rose, once sweet as dewy morn ; 

The blighted bud of woe ; 
vol. 11. x 




And, happiest there of all, the bird 

ffhat ne'er saw God's bless'd sun, 
Orgrowing llower; ne'er saw, or heard, 

Tree wave 
The rats peep'd out behind the door, 

And loth they seem'd to go ; 
The rats jumped down beneath the noor, 

Into the sewer below. 
Men raised, in haste, the coffins three, 

In fearful haste were they : 
Ann, famish'd, follow'd gloomily, 

And heard the parson pray. 
Grey-hair'd he was, a grey-hair'd youth, 

Kind, humble, just, and wise ; 
He look'd on woe-wora toil and truth 

With pit/s tearftil eyes ; 
For he, a poor man's friendless son, 

Once suffer'd long distress, 
And hard up-hill his way had won 

To honour'd usefulness. 
His gown'd back to the wind he tum'd, 

And waved the holy book i 
On corpses three, by one child moum'd 

He look'd, with solemn look : 
Behind him far, two youths well clad 

Stood mute, wiih ladies two : 
Before him gasp'd the bann'd and bad, 

A poor death-daring crew : 
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One feebly clasp'd a dying child, 

Sobbing ; another said, 
" Thank God for Plague !" and darkly smiled : 

A third said, " God is dead !" 
Their famine grinn'd — What could it less ? 

Their sadness wore a frown ; 
Their " loop'd and window*d raggedness " 

Blasphemed the parson's gown. 
But when that grey-hair'd pastor spoke, 

Their prostrate hearts arose, 
And trembling hope, like starlight, broke 

On each despairer's woes : 
" In life," he said, " we are in death, 

Through death to life we rise : 
In fear man draws his fleeting breath, 

In sorrow lives and dies : 
We come like shadows — and are gone ; 

Dust are we, dust to be ; 
Until this mortal hath put on 

Its immortality." 



x 2 



DEVIL BYRON. 



A stränge man own'd yon Abbey once. 

Mcn call'd him Devil B)toh ; 
Yet he a sister had ivho loved 

Well that man of iron. 

* I had the facts on which Ihis beilud is founded from Luhe 
Adams, an old forgeman. »ho had worked many yeare. when yctung. 
in a small Charcoal Bloomeiy near Newslead Abbey : but I have 
not adhered strictly to his nanative. The words uttered by the lady 
were " Speak io me, my lord ! Do speak to me, my lord I" uttering 
which words. she was oflen seen on horaeback. accompanying her 
bro«her in his driies. The characler which Luke Adams gare me 
of Ihe old lord of Newstead, diffeis from [he received and ac- 
credited one. He seems to have beeil rather a kind man. His rieh 
neighbours sneered al .him. because he was poor. and haled him 
because Ihe poor loved him. Never was il said of Devil Byron, 
thal he proseculed any one for killing God's hares ; but Chawotth 
was a siriel game-preserver. The duel, however. was not caused by 
disputes about game alone. Chawörth was in (he habii of calling 
Byton, " A poor little lord ] " his lordship being not only poor. bul 
of low stature. My Informant was himself a characler. Il is still 
lold of him. that »hen he became too oid to work, and retired to a 
quie« place, there to live on his club-monev. (which he reeeived from 
Iwo or three clubs.) he could not sleep oul of the sound of the 
Masbro' forge-hnmnier ! Ht lost his sighi. al last, but still round his 
way Io my house on (he Saturdays, «hen hc knew my boys were 
not al school, bringing ginge r-bread far tliem ; nnd was never 
salisfied nll they look it out of his pockei— a smile passing over hit 
rough face, as he feil the (ouch of iheir hands. 
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And well he loved that sister — Love 

Is strong in rugged bosoms ; 
Even as the barren-seeming bough 

Oft hoards richest blossoms. 

Yet from his heart, when she espoused 

A peasant, he dismissed her ; 
And thenceforth Devil Byron spoke 
Never, to his sister. 

Therefore, whene'er he drove abroad, 

She chased the Man of iron, 
Rode by his wheels, and riding cried, 
" Speak to me, Lord Byron !" 



Thus, at his chariot's side, she pra/d ; 

For was he not her brother ? 
" Do speak to me, my lord !" she said ; 
Was he not her brother ? 

Her quivering hand, her voice, her looks, 

Might wring soft speech from iron ; 
But he speaks not ! — her heart will break : 
He is Devil Byron. 

Yet down his cheeks tears shoot, like hail ; 

Then, speak, thou Angel's brother ! 
Why struggle, in thy burning soul 
Wordless fire to smother? 




Oh, Power is cruel !— Wilftil Man ! 

Why kill thy helpless sister? 
Relent ! repent ! already, lo, 

Beauteous blight halh kiss'd her 

Men say, a spectre with thee walks. 

And will not from thee severj 

A shadow — not, alas, thy own ! 

Pointing at thee ever. 

Oh, think of Chaworth rashly slain, 

And wrath, too late repenting 1 
Think of the kiss men give the dead ! 
Vainly, then, relenting. 

Think of thy sister's mother's grave; 

Think of your days of childhood — 
The little hands in fondness join'd, 

Wandering through the wild-wood. 

The hedgerose, then, was not so fair 

As she, in gladness ranging ; 
Now, sorrowful as beautiful ! 

Changed, and sadly changing ! 

The wither'd hand, the failing voice, 

Moved they the Man of iron ? 
The live rose took the dead one's hue : 
God, forgive thee, Byron ! 
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As rainbow fades, she perish'd. Then, 

How fared the stubborn-hearted ? 
With her, the wrong'd and lost, he lived — 
Never to be parted. 

The Abbot's garden well he liked, 
But there a shape was sighing ; 
There, in each pale, reproachful flower, 
Sinless love seem'd dying. 

The bird that on the belfiy waiPd, 

It all her tones did borrow ; 
The shadows in his banquet-hall 

Wore her brow of sorrow. 

Where'er he went, she with him went — 

Alas, thou stubborn-hearted ! 
The grey old Abbe/s gloom did groan, 
" Life and Death, be parted ! " 

He wish'd, but did not pray, for death — 

Pray, pray, thou Heart of iron ! 
Dying he heard her heart's last pra/r, 
" Speak to me, Lord Byron ! " 

Dying, he saw her dying face ; 
And as with poison'd lashes, 
It look'd forgiveness, its slow smile, 
Smote him — He is ashes. 




Well sleep the dead : in holy ground 

Well sleeps the Heart of iron : 
The worm that pares his sister's cheek, 
What cares it for Byron ? 

Yet when her night of death comes round, 

They ride and drive together, 
And ever when they drive and ride, • 

Wiuul is the weather. 

On mighty wings, in spectre coach. 

Fast speeds (he Heart of iron j 
On spectre-steed, the spectre-dame — 

Side by side with Byron. 

The winds ihey blow rain, sleet, and snow 

To welcome Devil Byron ; 
Through sleet and snow the hail doth go, 
Ripp'd — like shot of iron. 

A star ? 'Tis gone. The moon ? How fast 

She hurries through wild weather ! 
The coach and steed chase moon and star, 
Lost and seen together. 

" Halloo ! " — The slain hath left his grave ! 

He knows thee, Heart of iron ! 
And with a laugh that daft's hellfire, 
Hails thy sister, Byron ! 
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Which is most sad of saddest things. 

The laughter ? or the weeping ? 
Laughs Chaworth, while her Feast of Sighs 
Love-in-Death is keeping ? 

Thou ghastly thing ! thou mockery 

Of life, and human doings ! 
With flame-like eyes, on shadows ftVd ! 
Shadows which are ruins ! 

Thöu see'st but sadness in her smile, 

And pity in her sadness, 
And in her slander'd innocence 

Pain, that once was gladness. 

And can'st thou — while Night groans — do less 

Than weep for injured woman ? 
Man ! is thy manhood manliness ? 
Is she not a woman ? 

Oh, Night doth love her ! oh, the clouds 

They do her form environ ! 
The lightning weeps — it hears her sob, 
" Speak to me, Lord Byron ! " 

On winds, on clouds, they ride, they drive — 

Oh, hark, thou Heart of iron ! 
The thunder whispers mournfully, 

" Speak to her, Lord Byron 1 " 





BALLADS, 


My God ! thy judgmems dreadful aie 


When thought its vengeance wreakelh. 


And mute reproach is agony : 


Now, thy thunder speaketh ! 


He doth not speak ' he cannot speak ; 


The 


n, break, thou Heart of iron ! 


Itcan 


not break ! it cannot break ! 




I can weep for Byron. 



The uttcred word is oft a sio, 

Its stain oft everlasting ; 
But, oh, that saddeät unsaid word ; 
Its dumb guilt is blasting ! 

Eternity, the ever young, 

Hath, with fix'd hand, recorded 
The speechless deed unspeakable ; 
Ne'er to be unworded ! 

Oh, write it, then, " in weeping blood," 

Ye purified and thwarted 1 
Oh, House of Brokenheartedness ! 
Spare the broken-hearted. 

Teil not the fallen that they feil, 

The foil'd that there are winners, 
If He, whose name is Purity, 

Died, to ransom sinners. 
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No, spare the wronger and the wrong'd, 

Oh, ye, who wrongs inherit ! 
" A wounded spirit who can bear?" 
Soothe, the erring spirit ! 



He, earning least, and taking most, 
May love the wrong in blindness, 
Not needing less, but all the more, 
Pity, help, and kindness. 



THE GIPSY. 



AN OLD LEGEND MODERNIZED. 



John Fowler, I owe you a tale or a song, 
IVe remain'd, I confess it, your debtor too long ; 
So, painting in verse and rüde Saxon a scene 
Where oft with the bard of the rabble you've been, 
I daub on the landscape a figure or two, 
Not portraits from life, but ideally true, 
And humbly inscribe the poor picture to you. 



Said horse-swapping Jem, with his hat on his lap, 

While his bull-bitch sat listening near, 
" Was ever yet seen by a Stannington-Chap * 

A conrrast like this I see here ? 
With Susan, my cousin, just four feet by two, 

Here's a gipsy as Call as a stee : t 
I guess, she is ielling my fortune to Sue; 

And, I guess, we know what it will be." 



With his legs on thc turf, o'er his hat and his knees. 

Behind the bare brambles he bent, 
While Rivilin sang to the palm-waving breeze,J 
A sweet ancient song about new-budded trees, 
As tonn ward together the stream and the breeze 

Through regions of loveliness went ; 
And he gazed, squatting low in the old birken wood,§ 

• Slannington is a vitlage near Sheffield. 

t Stee is Ihe Yorkshire name for ladder. 

X Rivilin is one of ttie rivers of I iallamshire. near Sheffield, where 
the blossoms of the willow are called palms. 

§ The venerable wood here alluded to was desttoyed in Ihe year 
1837. lo win a bit of wrelched land. at t wiese the coit of its value. 
One of its old trees bore an uncouth likcness to ihres snakes twisted 
together, with their heads on tbe ground, and their tails in the air, 
With more pain tban plensure, i saw. about a year ago. in the Stove 
of the Sheffield Botanical Gardens, fragments of this Iree. 
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On the marble-fac'd prophetess brown, 
Whose eyes flash'd black venom where stately she 
stood, 
In her grey cloak and long sallow gown ; * 
With her slightly arch'd nose, her smooth brow finely 
spread, 
Her chin sharply chisel'd, and bold 
Under lips of firm beauty, her face and her head 

Formed an oval of darkness and gold. 
Her hair was like horsehair, when glossy it lies 
On the strong stallion's neck, where the fledged linnet 

flies; 
And her black felted hat, suiting well with her size, 

Was a crown on the head of a queen ; 
But 'twas stränge ! when he look'd on her face and 
wild eyes, 
Her eyes only seenVd to be seen. 



in. 

" What faults," said the giantess, lifting her brow 

While a smile lit her loveliness grim, 
" \Vhat faults hath John Mathews, thy husband, that 
thou 

Would'st swap him for horse-swapping Jem ? " 

* For a chaptcr on gipsies, scc William Howitts Rural Life in 
England, which has furnished me with some particulars of this 
description. 




" J can't bear the sight of the flimsy old fool," 

Black with rage, childless Susan replied, 
"Whlle he bends o'er hia books, like a sack on ;i 
stool, 

FÜl'd with lumbering leammg and pride. 
Is it my fault, or his with his tea-water blood, 

(In a Maltster a fault seldom secn,) 
That I'm talk'd of in scom, under bonnet and hood 

Wherever big beilies convene ? 
The lawyers want hanging. What right have old men 

To many fair maids of eighteen ? 
But he wheez'd, when he courted me, like a pipp'd 
hen, 

Such maggot's meat never was seen. 
This day is his birthday ; he's fifty or more ; 

How strong the changed villain appears ! 
Oh, never was damsel so cheated before ! 

And his folly grows green with his years. 
Of original sin, and the fruits of the fall, 

I hate the vile picture he paints : 
He hardly believes in the Devil at all ! 

Then how can he trust in the saints ? 
He pays to a Bookclub — When, when will it break ? 

Its infidels fill me with fear !— 
He wastes in a newspaper fourpence a week, 

And in music five Shillings a year. 



THE GIPSY. 319 

For what did I marry ? The Wigtwizzle land 

Will go, when he dies, to Jem's Nan ! 
His little gets less, like an used clew of band ; 

I have neither won money nor man. 
The com which he buys, goes as fast as it comes ; 

He malts it, and sells it on tmst ; 
His customers schedule, while he sucks his thumbs, 

And thrive, while I pine on a ernst 
Every rogue knows Old Clever, whom babies deceive ; 

He gets all, to risk all again ! 
Oh, hell make his old will, when he's nothing to 
leave! 

I may knit, but industry is vain. 
And he reads, ay, and writes, when his da/s work is 
done, 

Bent double beside the great pan, 
While my cousin swaps horses, or fettles his gun, # 

Or fights in the fair — like a man." 



v. 

•' A hard case indeed ! " — in her ear-rings of gold, 

Blue-kerchief d beneath hat and chin, 
Said the black-stocking'd sorner ; and then slowly told 

Her charm of deep cunning and sin : 

* Fettled is an old Saxon word, signifying prepared. Thus, the 
Fettlers in an ironfoundry are preparers of the article for market. 
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"Thy husband bewitch'd shall, feet foremost, be 
bome 

To Bradfield, where slumber his sires, 
If thou, after tea, before ten in the raorn, 

Will visit thy cousin, Jero Squtres ; 
And — nipping the thumb of his crippled left hand 

With the finger and thumb of thy right, 
Say, ' Coffins mean Weddings ! and, Jem, understand 

That Moming still follows the Night ! ' 
But if thou, in him, ere the summer be o'er, 

A true loving husband wouldst find, 
Before thou go forth, let thy tyrant, once more, 

Hear a bit of thy long-troubled mind : 
And no one shall ask thee, 'What did'st thou? or 
Why?' 

Nor shalt thou be scared or ashamed ; 
For ends may be mied by the planets on high, 

And no honest vornan be blamed." 



She said, and away, with a spring in her feet, 

(Erect, bony-ankled, and strong,) 
Departed, through gorse, blooming golden and swe 

While the lark sang his evening song. 
Jem laugh'd, but not loudly. How joyfiilly fast 

Through the wood of moss'd bircbes went Sue ! 
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And both reach'd their homes, ere the setting $un cast 
Bright gold on the cloud that from Stannington 
pass'd, 
And purple o'er Rivilin blue. 



VII. 

All night, she lay sleepless — or dreaming, all night, 

That a coffin a wedding implies ! — 
John dream'd he had lost her ! and wept with delight ! 

But he waked, and saw rage in her eyes ! 
With her hands on Her hips, clad already, she seem'd 

Prepared, and determined for strife ; 
For John was bewitch'd ! and by all he was deem'd 

The plague of his plague of a wife. 
" Young wives and old husbands shall never agree," 

Sigh'd Susan, repenting too late ; 
" One side of a ladder is hardly a stee," 

Sigh'd John, as he turn'd from his mate. 
Poor Henpeck ! to please her all vainly he tried ; 

For though quite an angel was she. 
He could not have pleased her, unless he had died, 

And no such intention had he. 
A spell was upon him — Yes, do what he might, 

His virtues were manifest crimes ; 
He always did wrong, and she always did right ! 

As she'd told him, some hundreds of times. 

VOL. 11. y 




Bright, bright shone the moming, when breakfast was 
dooe; 
But Sally, the maid, look'd v tth fear 
On Susan's broad face, that grau black in the sun — 

A sign that a tempest was near. 
The thrush sang without, where the gorse and the 
broom 
Wort their gold, near the overshot mill ; 
And the birch was in bud, and the larch was in 
bloom, 
Beside the old farm on the hill j 
But, within, nought was heard save the sad under- 
growl 
Of Susan, that lady of grief, 
While John tum'd his back on the wife of his soul, 

Pretending to read, and be deaf ; 
Yet watching the storm, which he well knew would 
come, 
And lifting his left ear in pain, 
As he chuck'd the crack'd seal, with his finger and 
thumb, 
On the ring of his copper watch-chain ; 
Or fast in his book tum'd the pages, unread ; 

Or twisted its bit of red tape ; 
Or pull'd to and fro the brown wig on his head, 
With its tail doubled up in his cape. 



THE GIPSY. 323 

Slow rising, at length — like Sir Graham in place, 

Or a broad-bottonVd Image of Fate ; 
She stood — like Resolve, sworn to steal a watch-case, 

Or like a thick " pillar of State ; n 
But soon on the floor stump'd her short flabby legs, 

Her broad face seem'd broader to grow, 
And then, as she spoke, she revolved on her pegs, 

Like a tub on one end turning slow. 



IX. 

" Now, Learned Old Fellow ! VW State thy true case : 

Oh, what a wrong'd woman am I ! 
VW leave thee, Fll get a good housekeeper's place — 

And do something eise by and bye. 
This comes of your printing, and new-fangled schools ; 

Tm driven from thy board, and thy bed ; 
But if thou art wise, let me live with the fools, 

For they know how to butter their bread. 
Oh, if Td an income, a home of my own, 

Td ne'er look again on thy face ; 
But my wrongs, Mister Intellect ! all shall be known 

When IVe got a good housekeeper's place. 
Then, bless'd with thy absence, and snug as a mouse, 

111 pick with a friend a dry bone ; 
For thy famous tup shins shall ne'er enter our house, 

Though I can't turn thee out of thy own. 

y 2 




3^4 BALLADS. 

I read thee, Old Dog, and old Cain on thy brow ! 

My pearls are but thrown unto swine : 
A partern for servants to copy art thou ; 

What manners, Old Beggar, are thine ! 
Thy brothers were beggars— Thou Son of Old Spite I 

Will the brother of fools say, I lie? 
Thy parish-paid aunt was a threadbare Old Fright ; 

Thy father was blind of an eye ; 
Thy uncle's lean niece had a face like a fish ; 

Her husband gave bail for two thieves ; 
Thy cousin, blue Snob, was sold up, spoon and dish : 

Did he die in a shirt without sleeves? 
Thy sisters, they — Oh, not a breath can I fetch ! 

Dog ! my breathing — my breathing's so bad ! — 
But ifs well there's a madhouse, thou raving Old 
Wretch ! 

Sarah ! Sarah ! the Fellow's gone mad ! " 



But John kept bis temper : " Do leave us, dear Sue ! 

For I've long been the plague of thy life : 
Besides, I and Sally without thee can do ; 

And Jem is in want of a wife." 
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XI. 

" Agreed ! " with a shout answeiM Susan ; and soon 
She complied with the despot's desire ; 

For she roll'd out of door, like a lady balloon, 
Or a puncheon of brandy on fire. 

Bright red was her gown, green and yellow her 
shawl, 

Betasseird and fringed to the knee ; 
And a cloak of flower'd purple she flung over all ; 

Oh, a regulär tulip was she ! 
Beneath her umbrella-like bonnet, put on 

With a town-knowing twitch of much grace, 
She seem'd like two fat tapsterVwives, join'd in 
one. 
And netted together with lace. 
In front, like a star, her broad quarters between, 

Shone her clasp of raised silver on steel ; 
And she holds in one hand, that her wealth may be 
seen, 
Her boa and tippet of seal ; 
While the other, muflPd richly, and cushion'd from 
cold, 
She waves, like a fan, as she goes, 
Both to show her gold watch, round her waist chain'd 
in gold, 
And cool the hot blood in her nose. 
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And fast through the croft, where the crab blossom'd 
white, 

Scattering snow to the bilbeny brakej 
Fast by the old stones, with grey Üchens and light 

Speckled o'er, like the back of a snake ; 
Fast down the steep htll, through the wild wizard 

Fast over the river she hied ; 
Then, climb'd to the nook, where her cousin's house 
stood, 

And met there — Himself and his Bride ! 
A chaise at the gate, and a postboy she found ; 

At their ribands she could not but Stare, 
When he open'd the door, threw the Steps to the 
ground — 

And out came the new-married pair ! 
For Jem (Shabby Fellow !) had wedded his 

Oh, Prophetess, deep was thy guile 1 
And vulgär he look'd in his breeches of plaid, 

When thus spake the bride, with a smile : 
" Good Susan, we ask not, What dost thou ? or 
why? 

Nor are we afraid or ashamed j 
For ends may be raled by the planets on high, 

And no honest woman be blamed." 
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XII. 



" Did Sal stop the clock, from past five until seven ? " 

Said Jem, with the look of a lamb ; 
" By my wife's lever-watch it is now near eleven ; 

There's treachery, certain I am." 



XIII. 

For the first time in life Susan redden'd with shame, 

And out rush'd the bull-bitch, to see ! 
But, broad as a cask, o'er the bitch roll'd the dame ; 

Oh, a sadly changed lady was she ! 
In dirt lay the tulip, red, purple, and green, 

With its stripes of bright yellow so fine ! 
And truly she said, " I'm not fit to be seen," 

While vainly Jem press'd her to dine. 



XIV. 

Back, down the long bank, füll of wisdom, she went : 

Let none on that name cast a slur ! 
She could not conceive what the vile gipsy meant, 

By supposing that Jem would suit her ! 
He rode like a clown, in his coat or his cloak, 

And she loath'd his vile breeches of plaid : 
If he brought her tobacco, (she did sometimes smoke,) 
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It was always in brandy o'erpaid. 
A nasty, collogiiing, conspiriiig, lame cheat, 

One-handed, left-legg'd, and pig-eyed ! 
She'd not cross her door sich a fellow to meet, 

Nor siand in the road by his side. 
She always knew well what his tendencies were; 

Oh, his tastes were all grovelling and base ! 
And he might be a bastard ! she'd scorn to appear 

Wliere a trull, iike his wiie, showM her face. 
"Would I condescend," said the dignined dame, 

"To touch sich a minx with the tongs? 
I better know how to preserve a good name, 

And what to good breeding belongs. 
A coarse tasteless tassel — a cheat, and no witch — 

What a vile tawdry dress she has on ! 
But she'll keep his accounts— she can write ; if he's 



They'll shine, tili his money is gone ; 
And when it is gone he will rightly have leam'd 

What ladies who scribble can do ; 
And wish all the books, but the Bible, were bum'd, 

And their readers, (or one of them,) too. 
I would not be spiteful, but ; God mend them 
both! 

It's the woise wish I wish them, I'm sure ; 
He's a good-lbr-nought, bandy-shank'd blackguard 
and sloth, 

And she quite as pretty as pure. 
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I wish her no härm, with her blushes of brass ; 

But she may have six twins in three years, 
And corrupt every farantly neighbour she has, 

Setting them and their wives by the ears. 
Poor Gudgeon ! he's hook'd — by a child-bearing Pouse ! 

But sluts are best married to rakes : 
May their pigs get the itch ! and smoke stifte his 
house! 

And her oven spoil all that it bakes ! " 



xv. 

But now she drew nigh to the river again, 

And the wood of moss'd birches so old ; 
While black over Stanage, with hail and with rain, 

A tempest of April was roil'd : 
Right and left, like a shaft-broken arrow of doom, 

Unheard its red lightning was sent ; 
And, Up ! the broad curtain of fire-lifted gloom, 

From the summit, at intervals went : 
Like raany-taü'd snakes, with their heads on the 
ground, 

And their many tails pendent in air, 
In skeleton grimness, the aged trees around, 
From the region of storms, and its black western 
mound, 

Lean'd motionless, silent, and bare ; 
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But her heart heard no voice, when the damp 


hollow wind 


Through their dry branrhcs drearily moan'd ; 


Nor feit she hi c •"■•*• •=!>«<■ ii t 


vetted each rind, 


And the fast- 


nloud groan'd. 


Like steel wl 


ind not glowing w-ith 


fiame,) 




In water skill' 




Each big drop of 


> hiss as it came. 


And smoke on 


ü P; 


More blae 


k grew m ■ >ier, 


re gloomy the skies ; 



Then, a blast shook the old wizard wood — 
Where, lo ! the tall gipsy, with night in her eyes, 

In the glare of the lightning-flash stood ; 
With night in her eyes, and the torrid sun's fire ; 

With power in her mien and her form ; 
Beautiful wildly — Like Love soothing Ire ; 

Or light on the clouds of the storm ; 
Or Knowledge, all calmly preparing the fall 

Of the crime-honour'd throne of the sword ; 
Or Goodness, declaring through one unto all, 

That the Father of all is the Lord. 
As a poplar in summer, when gently the breeze 

Wakes its twiglets, with whisperings sweet, 
Amid the grey trunks of the hoar forest trees 

Looks down on a flower at his feet; 
So, a sable-hair'd child, with his eyes raised to hers, 

And his rose-lips half open to speak, 
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And the bronze of the bloom of the rieh mountain 
furze 

Turning brown on his soft yellow cheek ; 
A child — her own miniature seif — by the hand 

She held, looking down on his smile, 
With a fulness of love that no heart could withstand, 

Save the heart of low eunning and guile. 
For in her deep love there was sorrow as deep ; 

Ev'n there, on the spot where she stood, 
(When the vale in October's dim mist lay asleep, 

And the moon only watch'd o'er the wood,) 
All silent, with none to assist or annoy, 

And in anguish too mighty for tears, 
She had buried a daughter — the twin of the boy 

That made her acquainted with fears ; 
And while on the soul in his visage she gazed, 

She saw in her heart, the last look 
Of her lost second-born, with her wild eyes up 
raised, 

As her flight to the angels she took. 
But Susan saw nought in that beautiful child 

Akin to her own barren heart ; 
No trust could his aspect, so trustfully wild, 

To her all-doubting bosom impart ; 
She found in the might of the mother's dark face 

Only dark indications of crime ; 
No grandeur, nor beauty ! nor greatness, nor grace, 

In her action serene and sublime. 
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She knew not that Love planls with roses thc wind, 


And builds on the seas as they roll; 


That the waifs of the world can be gentle and 
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" Did I stop thy clock, from past five until seven ? " 
Said the gipsy with ill-suppress'd laugh ; 

" By Ecctesfield chimes it is long past eleven : 
Thou'rt too late, by an hour and a half." 

* When Retribution, in the shape of the gnv.it M;ihomedan 
invasion, overtook the oppressors of India, to the casleless Süden 
or Pariah privatton and pain were familiär ; and he fled to far 
countries. and the enjoyment of homeless liberty. canying with him 
his gods, the aflections, that never die ! but his viclimiiers. the 
aristocrats — to whom privation and houseless pain wen; not familiär 
remained ; to be trampled on by their conquerors. Those critics 
who know " that the waifs of the world can be gentle and kind," 
will widerstand the moral which in this poem I have wished to 
deduce ; and if in atlempling to join the hurnorous and the beau- 
tiful I have again fail'd, they will allow that there is nothing in the 
subject itself which rendera the attempt impracticable ; for in 
nature (a3 in Shakspeare,) the hurnorous and tbe beautiful, like 
sorrow and joy, are found side by side 
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XVII. 

"The Snake!" Susan cried, "there she hisses in 
scorn; 

The Pickpurse ! she stole my crown-piece ; 
The Rascal ! I'll watch her; she means, 111 be sworn, 

To steal Tommy Somerset* s geese. 
For who can be safe, when piain folks are ashamed 

To sign for their names with a cross ? 
Our thieves, like Jem's Nan, for book-learning are 
famed; 

And learn'd is yon rogue, to my loss ! 
No gipsy is she, but a thief from the town, 
Where she borrow'd her books, as she borrow'd her 

gown. 
But yonder's my John ! he is waiting, I see, 

To welcome his glove of soft silk : 
Ev*n fools know the worth of a good wife, like me ! 

So, I'll hasten — and skim him his milk." # 

XVIII. 

Then, she puflTd up the hill, to the home of her love ; 

And there a stränge scene was display'd ; 
For John the bewitch'd, though expecting his dove, 

Sat at dinner, with Sarah, his maid, 

• So that, aftcr all, we may doubt wbether the ncwest Substitu- 
tion in matrimonial tactics, that of arsenk for magic, is an improve- 
ment on the old practice. 



wine, 
When Sarah in terror arose, 

And in came meek Susan ! who s 
., But threw her soil'd shawl o'er 

Then, courteously smil'd on her f 
And honour'd her maid with a 
■ A hot roasted fowl on the table w. 

I So, feeling of hunger the stings 

[ She took Sarah's chair, and to sho 

Help'd herseif to the breast anc 
But in token of peace, both the si« 
From under the straddle she cai 
And gave him both drumsticks, wh 
gone, 
To feed the fat hen he had starv 
For Susan transform'd by a spirit o 
Seem'd meek as a storm-cloud al 
And John the Bewitch'd, Unbe 
hour, 
Was of maltsters and mortals th< 
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Ix), when she had dined, to the garden she went, 

\Vhere she cull'd the first lilac of Spring, 
The prize-polyanthus, with violets blent, 

And primroses — tied in a string ; 
And placed them — and laugh'd— -on the cloth of pale 
blue, 

In a vase, sprigg'd with gold on dead white ; 
For all that is lovely and tasteful, she knew, 

Fill'd his weak childish heart with delight 
Sweet Flowers, how they smiled through the thunder's 
bright tears, 

On the maltster, self-scourged, though belied, 
Who shook in sly glee, the brown wig of his years, 

With the gipsy-changed dame at his side : 
" Young wives and old husbands may sometimes agree,*' 

Said John, shaking hands with his mate ; 
" A lobsided ladder's a sort of a stee," 

Thought Susan, instructed, though late ; 
While the Father of Love, from the brightening west 

\Vhere Loxley and Rivilin rise, 
Cast down on their waters, awake or at rest, 
And on John's placid sraile, and on Susan 's fond 
breast, 

The soul-soothing blue of his eyes ; 
And the redbreast peep'd in from the moss'd window- 
sill, 

\Vhere he sang in the sunshiny rain, 
Till the thunder-rent cloud, o'er the rough eastern hill, 
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Retiring in wrath, that spake thunder-toned still, 
Left Stanage, serene as his Makels high will. 

In sunshine ; 
Proclaiming afar, in the silence of light, 
His love of the lovely. the might of his might ; 
Proclaiming afar, that ihe Beautifiil lives 
With the good and the wise, in His Temple of Mind. 
Still making life's strength of the peace that he gives 
To the hearts of the gentle, the thoughtfu!, die kind. 



EPISTLE. 
Since Ellen Rendali deigns to say, 
" Write me a poem !" I obey. 
Weeds in exchange for flowers, I send ; 
For the best letter ever penn'd, 
The best bad rhymes I can compose — 
Not strength in beauty, like thy prose ; 
Oh, not the wealth of feeling fine 
Enriching every phrase of thine, 
The fresh fruit of a sad heart's truth, 
Flush'd over with the bloom of youth ! 
Rhymed words I write, and fain would write 
A poem, with a poet's might 

But I am bow'd with years; 

And cares that shed no tears, 
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Bend me towards my kindred dust 

When sorrows come, because they must, 

With lips of ice, and looks of clay, 

To turn the spirit's tresses grey ; 

Can stooping age (though fain he would,) 

Write earnest thoughts in " weeping blood," 

And o'er his winter spread the glow 

Of warm June's dewy roses ? No. 

Who to the rain-cloud can restore 

The bow that " vanish'd in the storm " ? 

The quench'd heart's fires return no more ! 

But what I can I will perform. 

Long ere I read a thought of thine, 

I plann'd a lay, calFd Etheline ; 

A lay that oft, in hope and joy, 

I may have ponder'd when a boy. 

Feebly commenced, and idly cast 

Aside, to be redeem'd at last, 

A thousand lines the song will end ; 

A hundred are already penn'd. 

Lady ! I will inscribe to thee 

A tale of Love and Jealousy, 

And old, old times — when life was young, 

And wisdom taught what passion sung. 

Thou, Ellen, thou shalt be my Muse ! 

Power not his own the bard shall use ; 

Thy young soul's beauty, wisdom, truth, 

Shall wake in me a dream of youth ; 
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" Elyot the harper, would not worke ; 
But at the great feast of King Murke 
Sung the warst lay that ever was : 
' Out of my sight, thou droning ass f ' 
Cried Murke, and to his fee* upstarted : 
Whereat mine ancestor departed."* 



PREFACE. 



The subject of this poem is the doom of a female child ; a subject 
less heroic, doubtless, than the quarrel of two soldieis about a 
female slave. It is the first part of " Eth-Kon-Tel," a story in 
ihree parts, each containing four books ; each part, as a story, com- 
plete in itself ; and the three parts, like the trilogies of Eschylus 
and Schiller, forming onc narrative. Thus, "Wallenstein'sCamp," 
" the Piccolomini," and " the Death of Wallenstein," constitute one 
Play, which rnight properly have been called "Wallenstein, a 
Drama in Three Acts." 

It may bc doubted whether a few supposed incidents in the his- 
tory of a dcad Religion, can form a proper subject for an Epic 
poem. British history, we are told, furnishes no such subject. and 
that. if it did. such a work is impossible. But if they who teil ns 
this will find another Homer, I will find a subject worthy of him in 
the second invasion of Britain by the Romans. Few historic names 
are written more indelibly on our hcarts than those of Caractacus 
and Togodumnus. sons of Cundbelin. Boadicea, too ! was not *be 

* Morte d'Arthur. 
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A Suggestion has been made to m 
v my unbated Epic, cannot, without so 
I admit, at once, that the character, 
art requires explaining, cannot, in art 
a madroan may believe himself to be 
) t tion is this— Could the madman A 

! £ supposed, have used the terms, and 



jÄ to him ? The religion of the ancient 

" the doctrine of the transmigration of : 

of the ideas expressed by Adwick ai 
from the Old Testament, are supposed 
to him by the father of the heroine, an 
so speak, a part of his individuality. 
V had endured, implies that he was of m 



|f tellect ; and though necessarily unletter 

be understood to have been leamed in a 
hood, who assuredly did not rule mani 
ance. Originating in a civilization whic 
of that of Egypt, the religion of the Bri 
the Christian era, must have retained so 
origi ; and philosophy, I think, will a 
minical, pagan, and Jewish doctrines, ii 
and solitary individual who had been pe 
inany circumstances find expression; 
abstract terms which the necessities of i 
select. Whether insane persons (they r 
properly admissible a« <" ,f "*- - *" 
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in persuading myself that it can be pronounced with less effort than 
any other, and that in it more easily, clearly, and eloquently than in 
any other, I could express my thoughts and feelings. Without 
being at all new, and while allowing roe to avail myself of the 
double endings which so seldom occur in English rhyme, it comprises 
in its structure, with the fatally facile octosyllabic line of Scott, lines 
of three, four, five, six, and seven syllables ; and gives the writer 
(who need not use any of them, ) all the advantages of our bailad 
line of fourteen syllables, our inevitably halved alexandrine, and our 
five-feet iambic ; enabling hiro to avoid the great disadvantage of 
the latter, which, even when written by a master of the art of ver- 
suication, can seldom be read aloud, without overtasking the breath 
of the rtader ; a disadvantage overcome in our days by Hunt in his 
couplet, Wordsworth in his blank verse — and his imitator as a blank 
versist, Byron ; with two or three others, of whora I may particu- 
larize the author of Philip Van Arteveit. After all that can be said 
for it, the measure chosen is doubtless very inferior, even in variety 
and melody, and certainly in harmony, to the far-famed and 
elaborate Spenserian ; of the great narrative power of which we 
have triumphant proof in Wordsworth's Female Vagrant ; but so 
difficult is it to teil a tale well in English rhyme, that he who can 
lessen the difficulty is not unworthy of praise. 

"Witha sligbt change of names and things," I am told byan 
excellent friendly critic, "the characters, ineidents, and sentiments 
of this poem, would be found marvellously modern." And why 
not? In exculpation of this supposed modernness, I must beg 
leave to quote a few more words from the same lady-friend. "A 
true tale," she says, "could, with slight adjustment, be made true 
to any times. The virtues, the strengths, the desire of knowledge, 
power, and wisdom, are the I AM of all times; and there must 
have been in far-off barbarous ages grand mental and moral elements, 
which would now and then pecr out on the world — stars of eaeeeed- 
ing brightness, not always to be extinguished, but sometimes 
enlightening aftcr-pocts and sages ; for as the transitory part of our 
being is founded on mortality, so must the deathless have an immor- 
tal parentage." True. Our eyes have seen the Handel, and the 
Motart, but their music was of old. ere death was. If, then. in 
attempting a hymn to our best affections, my notes partake in any 
degree of the eternal melodies, I cannot have failed altogether, 



I 



***»& of his adoring mbject au 

* Holmes's Arne 



343 



E T H E L I N E. 



■♦♦■ 



BOOK i. 

Dear Ellen Rendali ! seers have said 
That of his realm of giant oak, 
O'er valley, piain, and mountain spread • 
Ere echo mock'd the woodman's stroke, 
Barbarian man the temple made, 
\Vhere first Religion kneel'd and pray*d ; 
The green cathedral of the soul 
Whose god was in the thunder's roll. 
Twas finely thought, and sagely, too ; 
The beautiful is ever true. 
But I the temple dread would paint 
Where primal fraud was terror's saint. 
Thou Ellen, thy young grace and truth, 
May wake in me a dream of youth, 
But cannot sweep the mist away 
From hoar tradition's dateless day ; 

* I am inform cd by a person learned in such matten, that the 
valley of Conisbro' near Doncaster was once a lake of considerable 
rxtent. 



Where he may bend dej 
Old du st, whose history 
And hoines of glory nov 
His old eyes füll of doul 
With grief ! his old bearC 
And hung with weeping i 
The only old tree mockiß 
The old rocks laughing hi 
And the old skies (with te 
Implored some little graCC 
Looking as if they did not 



The west wind, g 
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The roar of Doe 

Flooding with watery howl 

Their wild abyss of riven ! 
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And on the lake's dark grey and blue 
The oaken towers of Konig threw 

A red and shatteiM glare. 

Twas then, that, in despair, 

A woman young and fair 
Paced the black water's eastern shore, 
And on her woful bosom bore 

Her child, asleep. • 

She could not weep ; 
The " countless laughter " of the lake, # 
Like mockery on her senses brake. 
Because her heart was broken. 

She would have spoken 

Her deathful thought, 

But in her throat 
The strangled utterance died 
She knew not that she tried in vain, 
With trembling lips, to speak her pain ; 
Nor knew that, screen'd by willows grey, 
Beneath her, in its little bay, 
Sat giant Adwick in his boat, 
With lifted oars — prepared to pay 

* See a book called " A Monopolygraph, by Samuel Gower of 
Holmfirth," füll of noble poetry and sound criticism. I refer par- 
ticularly to his translation of the Prometheus Bound. The linc 
copied by me will be found in the following passage : 

Prometheus, (solus.) 
Oh, thou divine and boundless atmosphere ! 
And you, ye swift-wmg'd winds of heav'n, and thou. 
Oh, countless laughter of the salt sea waves ! 



A Visit long delay'd. 

in silent pray'r, she pray'd ; 

Then. looking, wildly looking 
On Königs tower — nor longer brooking 

His cruelty and pride — 

Sprang over boat and willows 
Into the billows, 
Close lo her breast the child was press'd, 
And down she wem ; but rose, at lengtli, 
Rcienting, and with desperate strength 
Cried, " Save lord Konig's child ! " then, drank 
The wave, and sank. 



She sank— -the baby floated, 
As if its life was boated. 
Swift Adwick soon the struggler caught, 
And almost touch'd the mother's hair, 
The sinking face of her despair. 
He placed the infant in the boat ; 

Then, from its stooping side, 
Plunged deep beneath the tide 
Rose, dived, and rose, to dive in vain ; 
Yet lived to see that face again ! 
Recovering soon his rocking boat, 
He säte awhile in painful thought : 



ETHELINE. 347 

" Another victim ! women run 
To Königs lord, to be undone. 
If man may tempt them, Konig can ; 
Ay, Konig is your woman's man." 
Gently he laid upon his knee 
The frighted child, and wept to see 

Its helpless loveliness ; 

Yet feit he not the less 
The promptings of an inward snake, 
To hate it for its father's sake. 
" TU plague yon false betroth'd of mine ; " 
(Grimly he spoke, and grimly smiled,) 
" 1*11 take the babe to Etheline ; 
She loves the sire — why not the child ? " 

in. 

Beside the grave, where evermore, 
UnkneH'd, uncoffin'd, not unwept, 

Her widow'd mother slept, 
Beneath the copse of willows hoar, 
With dwarf ash mix'd, and crab, and sloe, 
And brambles for the gadding vine ; 
Close to the deep lake's western shore, 
In restless mood, walk'd to and fro 

The orphan Etheline. 
I^one daughter of a wizard sire, 

(So, by her policy deceived, 

Men eagerly believed,) 
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was her power, and widely known : 
Her spells could rule the thunder-stone, 

That floods the heavens with lire ; 



V r ork her woe. 

A oow-! n'd waie, 

Not ten e and grave, 

Back'd ndless wood, 

Her mos linstood; 

And stil au she went, 

And enter*d *». t, 

But could not there abide. 
She feign'd much wonder — " Why no more 
Came Adwick then, as heretofore, 

To lonely Waterside?" 
(Such was the name her dwelling bore,) 
And sometimes blush'd, (but not with shame,) 
For neither he nor König came, 
" Not that she cared for Konig. Why, 
Should lowly maiden look so high ? 
Besides, of love he never spoke ; 
Though oft he came, 'twas but to joke ; 
And still he came, to go in haste ; 
And weeks, since last he came, had pass'd. 
Then, why should Adwick knit his brow ? 
Was Adwick jealous ? Jealous ! No ; 
She'd scom him, if he could be so." 
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IV. 

The stormy west was scowling, 
And wolves, far off, were howling. 
The starved she-fox, from Ravensly, 
Yelp'd o'er oak-waving Denaby. 
Deep in the wath of Addersmarsh, 
The bittern straüVd her trumpet harsh. 
The mast-fed boar had crunch'd his fill. 
ßeneath the blast, increasing still, 
The ash-twigs snapp'd, aloft in air : 
Their fall disturb'd the drowsy bear, 
And every falling leaf the hare. 

" The coming night is glooming," 
She said ; " the night is coming ; 
The direness of the bittern's booming 
Foretels a night of moan and groan — 
Here to be pass'd by one so lone ! 

The night is coming." 
What saw she westward of the grove ? 

What look'd she north to see ? 
A boat approaching? Did it move? 
It moved, it pass'd the wizard's tree ; 

" He comes ! " she said, " 'tis he." 




The work 01 en and limes \ 

Brought by n... ather's sire, 

(A mercliant, known in many climes,) 

From Greece, his mother's grave. 
And that lone maid remember'd well 
Traditions (which she loved to teil,) 
Of old judea's sacred sod, 
The altar of the living God ; 
Of lands where written speech was known ; 
And of her ancestor, the bard 
Renown'd, and to be famous long, 
Who many pains and dangers dared, 
And sang (where heroes thought in stone, 
And men were wise as brave,) 
The earliest wTitten song. 
Unletter'd, not unwise, was he 
Whom now their daughter säte to see ; 
An outlaw, leam'd in mystic lore, 
The worship of his sircs of yore. 
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How tardy seem'd his Coming ! " Hark ! 
He moors," she said, " his little bark ; " 
And while she spoke, he stood before 
The seated maiden's open door : 
At once, homed sadness left her eye, 
Or feign'd a wondrous levity ; 
As if a flower had long'd to die, 
And waked to laughter suddenly. 



vi. 



" \Vhat ! come at last ? " she said, and laugh'd, 
Each word a seeming-spiteful shaft ; 
" Be seated, for I ne'er again 
Expected here my truant swain." 



VII. 

Then, Adwick told, in mournful tone, 
(While on her lap he laid 

The rescued infant, still afraid,) 

How, crossing o'er the lake, 

He saved from death the little one ; 

" And well," said he, " I knew, 
If aught on carth were true, 

That thou would'st love it — for my sake." 
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" A pretty tale, no doubt, I hear; 
But why," she said, with look austere, 
" Must I my rival's banüing rear?" 



" Nay," he replied, " no rival fear ; 

Fot who its mother, 
Whether it sister have or brother, 
I nothing know; but this foretell," 
(And as he spoke his raised brow feil,) 
"That thou wilt love the baby well." 



" Hence with ye both t " she said, and frown'd, 
And almost wish'd her lover drown'd 
But then the child 
Look'd up and smiled, 
Gazing on her with Konig's eyes : 
" Oh, leave her here ! 1*11 take the child ! " 
She cried, betray'd by her surprise ; 
Then, feasted on its father's eyes 

Of deep, deep, darkest blue. 
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XI. 

Passion ! thou to thyself art tme, 
And well dost all thou hast to do. 
Adwick beheld the sweet surprise 
With which she gazed on Konig's eyes 

In that poor infant's face. 

He did not fail to trace 

His rival's image there ! 
With fiery scowl 

He stamp'd it on his soul. 
With sullen stare, 
He saw her kiss the foundling fair ; 
And in the blood of deathless pain, 
Painted that picture on his Drain. 



XII. 

She knew not what a change had come 
O'er Adwick's mind and heart ; 
A cloud of grief and ire, 
Thence never to depart ; 

A sorrow worse than dungeon-gloom, 

Or blackness of the coffin'd tomb ; 

The tortured sleep, that ever wakes ; 

A memory made of knotted snakes ; 
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But ere he thence departed, 
She raised her hcad, and started 
His stricken form to See, 
Stiff in its agony. 
How like a pallid tnonument, 
The work of skill omnipotent, 
With cheeks of rock, and tresses n 
And forest-brows, o'er paleness bent, 
He stund, in stlence pale ! 
Or redden'd, like the crimson glow 
Of stormy mom o'er Stumperlow ; 
Or Kinder, when, far seen, he Stands, 
With lightnings flashing from his hands, 

U tili card, through rain and hail ! 
. And pity wrote, in sorrow's book, 
The story of his parting look. 
Silent, he sought his restless boat, 
And vanish'd, like a dreadful thought : 
Oh, hope destro/d is man's undoing ! 
Heav'n, save his mind from total min ! 
Flinging from rapid oars the light, 
He tilted through the glooming night, 
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And reach'd the cave (his living grave, 
And horaeless home,) which ne'er again 
Shall know a joy unmix'd with pain, 
Though still around its door uncouth, 
The woodbine of the sunny south, 
Brought by the sires of Etheline 
From regions of the clusterM vine, 
Shall hang its fragrant-finger'd flowers, 
To Iure the bee from forest-bowers ; 
And, rock-throned near, one vastest elm 
(Knot-wristed monarch of a realm 

All forest, cloud, and wave,) 
Spread o'er its lawn his sky of shade, 
Where ship-brought foeman never stra/d. 
Unseen, lord Konig, hidden nigh, 
Beheld him pass. " Wolves have their caves," 
The chieftain said, " and there are graves 

For men whose kindred thrive ; 
But here's a cave that is a grave, 

Where lives the dead alive." 
With restless foot, and seeking eye, 

Impatiently, impatiently 

He waitcd near the shore 
For one whom he 
Again shall see, 
But to his heart clasp never more. 
" The clouds," he said, " are gone to bed ; 
How their dark Chamber overhead 

a a 2 
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Rocks ! Will she come to-night ? 
The wakeful hare halh roused the bear ; 
The vild pig grunts, the pack'd wolf hunts ; 

Öhe will not come to-nighl." 



He said, ai -i t unheard, 

As near ? i s cave he pass'd. 

And ii."~ nis nomeward way ! 
How like the climber of the blast, 

The noiseless-wing'd, night-haunting bird, 
That, hunger-stung, and balk'd of prey, 
Flaps, in vext flight, the forest grey ! 



" That was not the roused bear's tread," 
Frenzied Adwick, listening, said ; 
" Nor the pack'd wolfs crowding rush ; 
Nor my dreaming ninlet's gush ; 
Nor my night-dirge, in the bush ; 
Nor my cloud-song overheard. 
Worse than wolf oft watcheth here ; 
Worse than wolf inhabits near." 
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XVI. 

No limner was there, at his side, 
To paint his lip of grief and pride, 

The strife, where mind with madness strove ; 

The war of misery and love ; 
And check the pencill'd hand in fear, 
Starting, these wilder words to hear. 



XVII. 

44 If I bid blind darkness sing 

Hymns of brightness ; 
If I wield the thunder's wing, 

Plumed with brightness ; 
Shall my mercy fail to smite 

Evil will ? 
Shall my justice fail to kill 

Evil might? w 



XVIII. 



Mad, yet conscious of his madness, 
Long he paused — then spoke in sadness 
" Ere the eyes of midnight beam'd ; 
Ere red morning's banner stream'd ; 
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Ere the sun began his race, 
Silence, and the grave of death, 
Were my throne and dwellbg-place ; 
Vet I draw an outlaw's breath ! 
Can I make the desert's tree 
Beautiral, and all for me ? 
Or, to soothe another's woes, 
Out of nothing bring the rose? 
Yet — all sbunn'd, and bomed with pa 
Vainly love, and wildly fear, 
Vainly heave unceasing sighs, 
And from beauteous woraan's eyes 
Vainly bid a pitying tear 
Drop, to cool my burning brain !" 



Then, weeping, started he, 
And spake aloud to vacancy : 

" Here again, thou King of Pain ? 
Me, thy God, dost thou defy? 
Mocking still, thou strong in iü, 
Sneerest thou, Mine Enemy ? 
Nought art thou, if not my slave. 
Yet thou biggen'st, like the grave 
To the sentenced felon's fears, 
When the ghastly verge he nears ! 
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Slave and Rebel ! dost thou frown ? 
Dost thou threaten ? Thou dost well : 
I will dash thine altars down, 
Shake thee firom thy horrid throne, 

Stamp thee back to helL 
But what beauteous fonn and face 
Fold'st thou in thy vast embrace? 
Let me look upon the face 
Folded in thy dread embrace : 
Oh, those locks — those lips of snow, 
Eyes of death, and cheeks of woe, 

Freeze me into stone ! " 

xx. 

But, soon, his grief was lost in ire, 

That purpled his worn cheek. 
Clench'd were his hands, his lips compress'd, 
A life of wrongs groan'd in his breast, 

Eager, in deeds, to speak ; 
Like conflagration, sraouldering long 
Ere flames the strength that mocks the strong, 
When up the red Niagara raves, 
And rafters swim on fiery waves, 
And night glares red o'er burning graves, 
And streets of roofs expire. 



-M- 
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BOOK IL 

Go, Ellen, visit Conisbro' 

Wben gusty Autumn's wildest day 

To the grey niin's age and woe 

Shall wild and fitting hotuage pay. 

Theo shall his shadow in the sun 

Make stormy sunshine doiibly fair; 

Beneath shall wail the flooded Dun ; 

And Music's Muse shall meet thee there. 

Start not Eliza's form to see 

That castled raound's brown shades among ; 

But bless the dead maid's melody, 

Nor marvel if " her Speech is song." 

To die is but to put off sin, 

As mom puts off night's vapour foul ; 

The dead are leamers, who begin 

To sing the music of the soul. 

They teach the born-in-heav'n to feel 

How angel-voiced are human woes ; 

And tempt the heavenly-born to steal 

Frora earth, the smile of sorroVs rose. 

Oh, beautiful in tears, to them 

Who know not grief, that flower may seem, 

Reflected on its thoray stem. 

In mortal life's impassion'd stream ! 
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I. 

Lone darkness lit her lamps on high, 
Star waking star o'er all the sky ; 
And Mercy from his throne divine 
Watch'd over sleeping Etheline. 

She slept, and with her slept 
The baby on her breast 

Sleeping, she wept 
In dreams, for Adwick — and his woes ; 
(Oh, if she loved another, 
So sister loveth brother !) 
And not from bless'd repose, 
But sorrowful unrest, 
She waked, to hear, around her ringing, 
Sounds, sweet as of an angel singing, 
When, thus, a voice like woman's sung, 
With more than music on her tongue. 



11. 

" Under the willow tree 
All that can die of me 
Perishing lies ; 

There, in green water-brakes 
Royally — water-snakes 

Feast on my eyes. 




Then, if thou lovesl him too ; 
If I to him am tiue, 

Laid with the dead ; 

If — as the true should be — 
Telma is loved by thee, 

In her cold bed ; 

If all our acts are seeds — 
If good and evil deeds 
Never can die ; 

If what thou oft hast told 
Me of the prophets old, 
Was not a lie ; 

If the God-written speech 
Shall to the nations teach 
Life undepraved ; 

If, sunk in sin and night, 
Worlds shall rejoice in light, 
By a child saved ; 

If sinless might is thine — 
Motherless Etheline, 

Cherish my child ! 

Orphan'd one, Lonely one, 
Pity my only one, 

Mother my child ! 
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Though born to singleness, 
Thou must live husbandless, 
Why live alone ? 

She can secure to thee 
Wifehood's virginity ; 

Make her thy own ! 

She can preserve the soul, 
She keep the conscience whoie ; 
Mother her well ! 

Hirn her pure love may save 
Ev*n from the spirifs grave ; 

Snatch'd from deep hell ! . 

Me, all my sins forgiven, 
He may uplift to heav'n, 

Wing'd at his side ; 

Cherubim, seraphim, 
Singing, to welcome him 

Home, with his bride." 

in. 

The wild song ceased ; and with a scream, 
Upraised in bed, the maiden said, 
" Could she be here ? I do not dream. 
Where art thou ? thou who sung'st so well ! 
My Telma ! Friend, loved long and well 1 

Answer me ! 




Oh, Beautiful and Terrible ! 

Ans wer nie ! 
Why hast thou absent been so long i 
I know, my envy did thee wrong ; 
But I have miss'd thee, yearn'd for thee. 
Beloved and Dreadftil ! let me see 
Thy visage pale ! and teil \o me 

Thy dieadfbJ büe." 



No voice replies. Nor fonn, nor face, 

. In glittering twilight, can she trace. 

In vain, she seeks repose ; 

In vain, her eyelids close : 
Sleepless, she tosses, tili the grey 
Of moming brightens into day. 



Day follows day, and Etheline 

Is happier than a bride ; 

Still nursing little Telmarine 
At lonely Waterside. 

Them madness guards, and watches v 

With vigilance invincible ; 

And he may yet on man depend, 

Whom madness watches, as a friend. 
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VI. 

Week follows week ; and unseen hands 
For Etheline wild benies bring, 
Pure water from the living spring, 

And fire-wood from the shore ; 
Kind whisperings reach her listening ear; 
Unseen, a kind shape near her Stands ; 
And friendly feet are wandering near, 

Though Konig comes no more. 
Yet Adwick loves not Telmarine ! 
Her sire is loved by Etheline, 

And Adwick hates that sire ! 
The man is mad. A cruel thought, 
And half-form'd dark intentions float 

Within his brain of fire. 
The wretch is mad — oppress'd — reviled : 
God ! will he kill the rescued child ? 

VII. 

But Konig comes to Waterside ! 
He seeks, at length, lost Telma there ; 
And saith, (his calmness is despair,) 
" The lost may with her rival bide ; 
For after anger, love is sweet ; 
And friends long-parted long to meet" 
The self-caught trapper nies the hour 
When first he tried his cruel power 
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(Oh, heartless deed I) to undermine 
The virgin name of Etheline, 

And do an orphan wrong. 
His shaft is shot, and ill it sped ; 
For shc loves him. and he the dead f 

Defeated is die slrong. 
Lo, at her cottage-door they stand I 
She deeply moved, 
Yet coldly meetäng her beloved ; 
He, with feign'd gladness, courteously 
Pressing her small unoflerM hand ; 
And watching on the shadow*d sand, 
His form of loftiest majesty. 
The scarcely-ivelcomed welcome guest 
Enters her home, with heart depress'd : 
Around he pries, lvith cunning eyes, 

But finds not what he seeks ; 

Then, pausing, speaks. 



VIII. 

" Daughter of merchant strangers ! thou 

Endanger'd art, and lonely now. 

Within a bow-shot of my tower, 

I have a shelter'd plot and bower ; 

There dwell thou safe, my queen and guest ; 

This I, who might command, request. 
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For who seeks now thy dwelling lonely ? 

Fish-eating, hare-fed Adwick only — 

A headlong, blaze-brain'd, wisdom-troubling 

Fool, with new good old evils doubling ; 

And thou, by shielding that doom'd man, 

Incurr'st the King-Priest's deadly ban. 

Well saith the saw of ancient date, 

1 The empty friend devours his mate :' 

Shun, then, th' accursed, or share his fate. 

Is it because his savaged brow 

Darkens a rebel's lip below, 

While sun-tann'd hide, and storm-comb'd hair, 

(Fit raiment both, for wolf and bear,) 

Clothe broadest breast, and largest limb, 

That raaidens run such risks for him ?" 



IX. 

He said, and from his forehead fair 
Stroked back dark locks of glossy hair, 
Smiling in scorn. She wrongly deem'd 
That he was tranquil as he seem'd, 
And, cautious, answer'd — boastfuUy 
Feigning a false security : 
" If we have caused his many sorrows, 
Shall I hate him who suffers for us? 
My father loved the outcast man 
Whom priest and priestling therefore ban t 
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For well they know that Adwick knows 
How vain are all their shams and shows ! 
But though the power that awes ev'n thee 
Migbt well appal a maid like nie, 
I go not hence, Sir. Wlio will dare 
To storm th' endiantress in her lair ? 
Weird daughter of a wizard sire, 
Can I not flood the heav'ns with fire ? 
And slay, far ofi^ the covert foe 
Who but in thought might work me woe ? 
Nor force nor fraud of man I fear; 
Nor, Konig, am I lonely here." 






" Not lonely here ?" confused, he said ; 
And (Vom his lip its colour fled, 
When, at her feet, he saw a child, 
The little foundling, Telmarine. 
With Telma's smile, on him it smiled, 
With Telma's locks of raven hue, 
And uptum'd eyes of darkest blue. 
Confused, he named its mother's name ! 
While pale, as death's cold brow, became 
The cheek of Etheline. 
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XI. 

" Telma !" he said ; nor waited long 
Ere seem'd at once to corae and go 
The shadow of a shape of woe, 
(Like the last look of kindness sent 
From dying eyes, it came and went,) 
And, thus, a voice replied in song : 
" Oh, Konig, if the living knew, 
What death-freed spirits only know, 
That none are happy, but the tme; 
Wert thou like moonlight on the snow, 
Or dew on lilies — bright and pure ; 
Oh, if thy soul were anchor'd sure — 
Not on thy gods of death and strife, 
Fierce Jove, arm'd Pallas, fiery Mars, 
(Nor on glad Orus, and the stars, 
Or Jareeha, hunying white 
Behind the troubled gloom of night,) 
But on the Lord of Love and Life ; 
Thou would'st not need to hear it said, 
That bless'd are they who love the dead. 
Who that hath loved, as tmth doth love, 
Loved only once, and lost his love, 
But in his heart of hearts hath said, 
" Safe is the love that loves the dead ? w 
Then, Corae ! our marriage*feast is spread ; 
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' Oh, wellißhewhowedsti 



XII. 

When ceased that voice " ) 
Still Konig fondly listen'd 
"Thou art not here?" at 1 
" Thou trouble-tried, and p 
Thy voice I heard, but wh< 
Oh, let me see thee ! see ti 
Yet, ere this fever'd dream 
Let me embrace thee t— on 

XIII. 

Then, said the voice " whos 

" If thou would'st see me y 

Where human weakness dw< 

Go, follow him, whose eyes 

Have watch'd thee early, wa 

And been thy wat< 
He rnmpc in *w*«~:~j .•. 
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Ixx>k on the havock thou hast made ! 
On Adwick look ! destro/d, betrayVI ! 
Thou did'st not smite him with thy hand ; 
The smitten might such blow withstand : 
Behold him — Lost ! in spirit blind ! 
Thy guüty heart hath slain his mind." 



XIV. 

Lo, while he listen 'd, Adwick came 1 

Bare were his limbs, his breast was bare. 

Blue glitter'd through his matted hair 

His pain-changed eyes of ghastly flame, 

As if a wintry tempest threw 

Cold lightning on their freezing blue ; 

And these wild words he utter'd there : 

" The crow doth croak. What croaketh he ? 

1 Dead horse ! dead horse !' Where may it be ? 

At Cadeby-Force it lies a corse, 

And there a dead maid, near the horse. 

The lean crow croak'd, ' At Cadeby-Force 

I come to feed, dead horse, dead horse ! 

Oh, won't I feed at Cadeby-Force, 

Where lies, with thee, the maiden's corse?' 

' Be mine, dead maid/ the starved crow pray'd. 

' At Cadeby-Force, be mine, dead horse !' 

1 Nay,' saith the worm, ' be ours, dead maid !' 

She shall — but not at Cadeby- Force." 

B B 2 



Brighter the maniac's eyes became ; 

Speech, tnix'd with laughter, from hin) brake : 

On König glared the eyes of flame ; 

And, tbus, to Konig Adwick spake : 

" Fish-eating Adwick, in the lake 

Hath caught a curious lady-fish : 

I caught it, Konig, for thy sake, 

And thine shall be the fish. 
Would'st sec again thy loved one's face ? 
Then, must thou see my lady-fish : 
Come ! I will lead thee to the place 

Where thou may'st see my fish." 






" Follow me, Lord !" he yell'd aloud ; 
And Konig, fearless, fbllow'd him, 
Entering the forest's mazes dim, 

In sadness bow'd. 
They traversed realms of verdant night, 
And many a treeless isle of light, 
Whose peaceful bliss the eyes of Love 
Watch'd fondly through the blue above ; 
A wildemess of shaded flowers ; 
A wildemess of virgin-bowers ; 
Of beauty (calm, not passionless,) 
And lonely song, a wildemess ; 
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For on, on, far and long, they went 
Through paths of green bewilderment, 
Where oft the ouzle, perch'd on high, 
Beneath his clouds, above his woods, 
Pour*d his füll notes in gushing floods, 
Flattering the wood rill tunefully ; 
Then, listen'd to its still reply, 
In all a bard's regality, 
And seem'd sole lord of earth and sky. 
Soul-meekening sadness sweetly crept 
The region o'er — and Konig wept : 
His sighs to echoes soft replied ; 
He knew not why — but still he sigh'd. 
They reach'd at last the mount where stood 
The Father of the boundless wood, 
An oak, before whose vastness man, 
Dwarfd to a gnat's dimensions, shrunk. 
Twelve full-sized men had fail'd to span, 
With outstretch'd arms, his giant trank. 
One mighty limb, extended forth, 
Might have a war-ship's frame supplied ; 
One Shoulder, twisted to the north, 
A thousand winters had defied ; 
(All eldest things had even told 
The hoary ages, as they rolTd, 
That he alone on earth was old ;) 
And still the knotted hands prepared 
Their time-tried wrists and knuckles bared, 
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The storms of certturies to dare. 

The tree was call'd the Wizard's chair ; 

And in his hollow tnink the gloom 

ReveaTd an uncouth banquet-room : 

Perchance, in after ages dined 

In such a Iree stout Robin Hood, 

Amid the depths of Barnesdale Wood 

Feasting his men on hart and hind. 

" Here enter !" growl'd the maniac grim ; 

And Konig enter'd — following him 

Into the god-made forest-hall, 

With the mute Step of funeral. 

Slowly undarken'd then the gloom. 

They stood within a living tomb, 

Before a form — a lifeless one — 

W hose lifted head long hair had on ; 

Black, it descended Hke a veil, 

Half hiding features fix'd and pale ; 

The light, if light it were, of eyes ; 

And the still shape of lifeless thighs. 

Alone unclothed by that sad vest 

Were two fair Shoulders, one round breast, 

Snow-sculptured legs, with small thin feet, 

White as a winding sheet, 

Or stainless ivory ; 
And fingere, tape^d slenderly, 
Which — when the fond enamour'd breeze 
Pulsed gently through surrounding trees — 
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Seem'd dallying with the long loose hair. 

Erect, as if she stood in pray*r, 

The beauteous Horror glimmend there ! 

" How dost thou like her?" whisper'd then 

The seeming cruelest of men : 

One groan replied ! a low dull sound 

Follow'd ; and on the ground, 
At Adwick's feet, lord Konig lay 
Blackening, and senseless as the clay. 



XVII. 

" Dpg ! that fear'st bones !" said Adwick. "Thou 
Shalt do the outcast's bidding now. 
Who now shall say to Adwick, ' Stand 
Apart from blessing 1 let no hand 
Touch him or his ! no living thing 

Approach his withering?' 
Soon, all shall know me. Heav'n is mine ! 
The priests are mine, their altars mine, 

To work for good, not ill : 
Their sov'reign shall be Telmarine, 

And she shall do my will ; 

For earth and heav'n are mine. 
Am I not God ? Sweet Etheline 
Shall be God's God ! heav*n's queen and mine. 

I am of Kings the King. 



Deny'st thou this, mine enemy? 
Ha I — shape abhonM I lord Konig's Lord ! 
Laugh'st thou in hell-black mockery? 
1-augh— but the mercy of my might 
Shall smite thy blackness into Hght ; 
Frown — Ay, with thunder bridge thine eyes, 
Swell, if thou wih, to mountain-size, 
And with a look eclipse the skies ! 
But — Ah I again ? What form, what face 
Fold'st thou within thy vast embrace? 
Oh, those dear locks ! those lips of snow. 
Those eyes of death, and cheeks of woe ! 

They freeze me into stone ! 
Yet triumph not, AJl-evil Thing ! 
The king of priests, and thou his king, 
And all your instruments of ill, 
Shall do my will, 

And work for good alone." 



In envy, hatred, jealousy, 
In sorrowing pride's intensity, 
{Worst madness of worst misery,) 
On fearful thoughts his spirit feasts ; 
And he will seek the King of Priests, 
Though doom'd to die, if he draw nigh 
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The hallow'd kernel of the wood, 

His dwelling long ago ; 
Where Mystery, fed on " weeping blood," 
Is restless as a wintry flood, 

And cold as mountain-snow ; 
Restless as fire ! yet still unchanged ; 
Or as the changeful, never changed, 

Unalterable sky ! 



-»♦- 



BOOK III. 

O'er " Wharncliffe of the Demons " thou, 

Dear Ellen, hast a wanderer been : 

Thy second letter places now 

Betöre my soul the beauteous scene. 

But thou hast named a name that brings 

Back the deplored and hopeless past, 

And o'er remember'd Wharncliffe flings 

An angel's shadow, flitting fast 

Why did'st thou name that mournful name ? 

ßeautiful in its worth and woe, 

Over my sadden'd heart it came, 

Like funeral music, wailing low ; 

Or like a deep cathedral toll, 

At midnight swung o'er Witham's wave, 




Proclaiming that a weary soul 

Had cast his staff into the grave, 

Oh, never more will Lycid see 

That relic of the forest old 

VVhich spread, " like an eternity," 

Its green night over piain and wold ; 

Grcy Whamcliffe, and the oaks, that stand 

Like spectres of their sires sublime ; 

Yet liow unlike, though old and grand, 

Those giants of the olden time ! 

Symbols of age-long funerals, 

They frown'd o'er fear's suspendcd breath, 

And pillar'd in their living halls 

The deathless might of mental death. 

Oh, Superstition ! cruel, blind, 

False, restless, fair, as ocean's foam, 

How shall I paint, where shall I find, 

Save in man's darkness, thy dark home ? 



While to the she-wolf from afar 

Her prowling mate replied, 
And mufflcd moon, and riddled star, 
Glimpsed on the dusk lake's mirror wide ; 
Asleep, and dreaming, Etheline 
Rock'd on her bosom Telmarine, 
At lonest Waterside. 
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Spirit of all that lives to die ! 

Relate her dream of agony. 

She thought, a shape of darkness bow'd 

HeaVn's concave, crushing in her breath, 

As with the weight of cloud on cloud 

To rock-like substance press'd ; 
And two pale arms snatch'd from her breast 

Her nursling, while it slept 
She gasp'd, she wept ; 
But grief was deafen'd in her soul 
By thunders, which then o'er her roU'd, 
And would, she thought, for ever roll 

Beneath the grave of death, 

When suns in death were cold. 

Then, did a realm of frost, 
A cloud-homed desert without shore, 
Receive her ; and for ever lost 
With tears for light, her only light, 

Stone-still, she stood before 
Featureless Night 
No sound was there, no flutter'd wing, 
No leaf, no form, no living thing, 
No beating heart, but hers — no air ; 
But cold that pierced the soul was there, 
And horror which no tongue can teil, 
And silence insupportable : 
Twas depth unplumb'd, 'twas gloom untrod, 
Twas shuddering thought alone with Go& 
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Ev'n while she dream'd, in silence pass'd, 

Moon-lighted gloomily, 
A »'anderer through the forest vast, 
Unto the Throne of Mystery 

Bearing a child, 
That gazed around her in surprise, 

Or innocently smiled, 
Looking on him, with Konig's eyes 

Of deep, deep, darkest blue, 
Almost to blackness deepen'd, yet 
Blue as Carpathia's violet. 
But soon in fear her arms she threw 
Around his neck ; for the dim light 
Made darkness touchable to sight ; 
Nor darkness only. Through the dusk 
Fierce shadows moved ; from fierce eyes came 

Quick sparks of living flame ; 
Hot pantings gather'd, thicker ; then, a husk 
Of sound was heard— nor bark, nor growl — 
Which sometimes swell'd into a howl ; 
And still, to hungert instinct true, 
Nearer the dog of forests drew. 
Nought fear'd the Wanderer of the Night, 

Whose brow of gloom. 
And ghastness in the shadow'd light, 
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Scarce seem'd of earth, or heav'n or hell ; 

He, unconvinceable, 
Could not have trembled, if, o'er head, 
The desolated heav'ns had fled, 

While crash 'd the trump of doom. 
But, lo, a flash, a glare, a blaze, 
Illumed the wood with ghastly rays, 

Suddenly ! 
And the gaunt prowlers, balk'd of prey, 
Stopp'd, whined, crouch'd low, and skulk'd away. 
The wanderer sought a temple grand ; 
Behold ! its portal was at hand, 
The vast cathedraTs forest-porch ; 
Through which stream'd light from many a torch, 
Rays many-colour'd, piercing far 
The chaster light of moon and star, 
Beneath the wood-rill's canopy ; 
And, lo, at once, the eastern aisle, 
In length a gloom-foreshorten'd mile, 
Reveal'd its groin'd immensity ! 
So, when, at midnight, thunders roll 
O'er lone Roch Abbe/s ruin'd fane, 
The dead walls, in the lightning's blaze, 
To God within the listening soul 
Chaunt old Religion's hymn of praise ; 
Pillar and arch, in darkness hidden, 
Start up to sight, like things forbidd^ji ; 
And buried ages live again. 




" Pretty ! " the child, delighted, rried, 
And clapp'd her hands ; for she espied 
Five Coming shapes, each bearing high 
A staff-raised brand of red, blue, green, 
Purple, and golden fire ; which cast, 
As slowly they came nigh, 
On living butlress vast, 
And cloudy shapes between. 
And arch sublime, and tracery, 
Not wrought by man, commingled hues — 
Lovely as eraerald ocean's foam 
Beneath an April sky ; 
Disclosing lone side avenues, 
And domes which seem'd to come and go, 
Dome after dorne, dorne after domej 
While shaft by shaft advanc'd, withdrew 
Like giants countermarching slow. 
Grim were the four — coal-black their vests, 
Their heims, and crests — 
Who bore the red, green, yellow, blue 
Torches ; but robed in purest white, 
A female form of stateliest height, 
And fair to view 
As love and truth, 
Was she who bore the purple light : 
Her locks of snow, 
In amplest flow 
Descending to her feet, 
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Cover'd her, like a sheet ; 

And in her stedfast eye 
And sculptured look, eternity 
Seem'd wedded to immortal youth. 
Sudden, she stopp'd. Around her closed 
The sable four ; their torches raised, 
Each touching hers, united blazed, 
And, lo, the cluster'd five composed 
A many-colouiM flower of flame, 

Beautiful, beautiful, 
As that bright rose which dark maids call 
Where himalayan summits tower 
O'er fiery piain, and fiery flower ! 
Then, from the unnumbeiM voices came, 
Wailing the forest-depths among, 
Unearthly notes of chaunted song, 
Wild, mournful, grand ; as shipwreck's cry, 
Heard through the groan of sea and sky, 
Convulsed in boundless agony ; 
And like a yell of mockery, 
Forestalling worth's reward of pain, 

With the laugh'd lie 

That virtue toils in vain. 
Thus, sang, unseen, deep shades among, 
The singers of inhuman song : 
" When did the wisdom of the wise 
Expunge from life one human ill ? 
Ever the Seeker's victories 




Leave his hard heart unconquer'd still : 
Therefore the gods the wretch deride 
Whose soul on truths forbkldcn feeds ; 
And crush the atheist in his pride, 
(Cold, good-pretending deieide !) 
Who tums life's fairy flowers to weeds. 
Gods ! curse him wet ; Gods ! curse him dry ; 
VVhere fin can swim or foot repair ! 
In light and darkness, cold and heat ! 
Curse him wherever wing can fly 1 
Curse him wherever heart can bcat ! 
And blast him with his granted pray'r ! " 



The dread chaunt ceased, and over all, 
Except the Wanderer and the child, 
Strange awe, like death-bed fear, did fall, 

Or sleep, that dreams of vroe. 
On came the Wanderer, unaffrighted ; 
And while the valiant child, delighted, 
Listen'd or clapp'd her hands and smiled, 
He stood before the Nun of Snow. 



" Fear not, thou Wanderer sad," she said, 
" To follow whither I must lead : 
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The pra/r is pra/d, the rede is read ; 
And ever best the boldest speed. 
Well hast thou done th' appointed deed ; 
Füll well the chasten'd understand 
That they are govem'd who command : 
And long, oh, Wanderer sad> have we 

Expected thee." 

v. 

" Fear?" he replied — and huger grew 
His vastness, where on her he threw 
A wondering glance ; " Ye do my will, 
And but my purpose here fulfil. 
Proceed ye on your destined way, 
Obeying Him, whom all obey." 

vi. 

Then, westward turn'd the sable four ; 
The stately whiteness westward turn'd ; 
Them following, he the nursling bore ; 
And, raised aloft, the torches burn'cL 

How strangely, pillars vast 

On each hand pass'd ! 

How grandly, overhead, 
Domes, following domes, behind them fled, 
All in decp silence I Silence deep 
Lay on the fretted roof, like sleep ; 
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And thcre the moonlight lay, like death ; 
It could not pierce the gloom beneath, 
Where a broad orb, beheld afar, 
Shone westward, like a crimson star, 
And other light was none ; 
Save of the torches red, green, blue, 
Purple, and golden. Round they threw 
Their iniermingled ghastness wild, 
While laugh'd with joy th' undaunted child : 
But when he reach'd, with soimdless feet, 
The Presence, and the Judgment-Seat, 
Torches and bearers all werc gone ! 
Then paused the Wanderer. North and south, 
He look'd on aisles of age-long growth, 
Tree-piltar'd high, branch-arch'd, star-proof, 
Cut short in darkness. Where he stood 
Within the kemel of the wood, 
The central vastness stretch'd out wide 
Its space sublime and sanctified; 
Of such a temple fitting choir; 
Worthy of its eternal roof, 
The bright, blue, moon'd, and stany sky, 
That domed its dread tranquillity, 
Commanding leaf and flower to grow 
In sad and silvery light below ; 
For such a choir meet canopy. 
Before him glared the globe of fire, 
Scattering innocuous blaze and spark ■ 
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And all beneath was dark ; 
Save that the Wanderer might espy, 

Beneath the globe of flame, 
A pallid brow, a glittering eye, 

That slowly went and came. 
" Say," spake a voice of deepest tone, 
" What man art thou — of men alone — 
Who dar*st the shadow of the throne ? " 
" Mine is the shadow, mine the throne," 
The Wanderer cried ; " I therefore dare 

The shadow of the throne ; 
For I am He who sits thereon, 

In spirit, every where ; 
God ! I am God ! the all-adored ! 
The many-named ! the only Lord ! 
Incarnate oft in human form ; 
Permitting fear to worship love, 
On altar-stone, in hallow'd grove, 
And proud to bless the meanest worm, 
Though throned o'er earth, and sea, and sky ; 
My chariot Light, my torch-stand Night ; 
My sceptre Life ; my falchion Pain ; 
With dateless Thought for my domain, 
And Darkness for my canopy." 

VIII. 

Beneath the globe of restless flame, 
Indignant features went and came ; 

c c 2 
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The pale brow blacken'd, the fierce eye, 
Gathering its thunder gloomily, 
Flash'd curses. Then, a voice austere. 
In acc " ' * * " ad fear, 



would'st thou here ? 






The Wai to thee 

Consigr iy, 

This sir, my wfl], 

That vice which bligtits, and crimes that kill, 

And pain, of evil bom, shall bring 

Blessings to every living thing; 

And that all wrong, by love withstood, 

Shall turn all evil into good." 



But woe-tried men have feelings fine ; 
And loth was Adwick to resign 
The nursling, at his joumey's end ; 
As loth was she to quit her friend. 
Friend? Ay, she knew his troubled brow ; 
Had heard him oft, in dreams, complain; 
By stealth, had watch'd his sleep j and now 
She clung to him, and kiss'd his cheek. 
Was he, then, loved ? Lived be, to find, 
At last, that one of human kind 
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Loved the foredoom'd to crime and pain ? 
Almost his sanity return'd ; 
He wept, as if his heart would break ; 
Wept, but his tears were hot — they burn'd 

The brain from which they rush'd : 
So, lightning, when roused ocean raves, 
Harrows black midnight's clouds and waves, 

Together crush'd. 
Irresolute, and with smother'd sighs, 
He held her up : she turn'd, and smüed 

A smile that thrüTd him through, 
Looking on him with Konig's eyes 

Of deep, deep, darkest blue, 
Black almost, and yet throwing back 
The crirason of the pans/s black. 
But while he stood in dubious mood, 
Two arms, stretch'd forth, received the child. 
44 Thus," said the voice of deepest tone, 
44 While men, on unfoundation'd thought, 
Build roofless deeds, which come to nought, 

The gods preserve their own : 
The sought is found, the promised maid, 
Ordain'd to save their cause betra/d ; 
A chieftain's daughter, sin-begot, 
Brought by a traitor, trusted not" 



Ceased the fangfd voice. The murderous eye, 

The globe of crimson fire, were gone ; 

And from the sky — how silvery, 

How cold o'er all, how suddenly— 

Moonlight and starlight, silent shone t 

The Wanderer wept— he was alone. 

Not so? From choral voice and gong, 

And tnimpet. blown deep shades among, 

Arose a Storni of soimd and song : 

" The sought is found ! and summons thee 

To doom and darkness, Heresy ! " 

Brief, sudden, loud, 
As thunder from a rainless cloud, 

White shudder*d man and beast, 

It rose, and ceased. 
The Unis, in his reedy vale, 
Heard it, and rear'd erect his tail ; 
Upstarted, in her fern, the hare ; 
Upstood, with lifted paws, the bear ; 

His wide-branch'd head 
The huge elk raised, and sobb'd in dread ; 
Disturb'd, the wild pig grunted, 

The she-fox growl'd ; 

In chorus stern, Ihe pack'd wolf howl'd ; 

Fast fied the prey he hunted : 
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So, fear waked fear ; o'er piain and hill, 

And rock, and tree, 
Th' affrighted circle widen'd still ; 
Kinder and Deadedge heard the sound, 
Their tempest-pastured mountains round 

Trembling in sympathy ; 
While echo smother'd groan on groan 
O'er cragg'd hag-ridden Edlington. 



■♦♦" 



BOOK IV. 

Ellen ! " the dead are safe," I said ; 

Yet to the unreturning dead 

I must again sad utterance give : 

My pleasing task will then be done ; 

Soon, then, my mortal course be run ; 

And I, too, shall begin to live. 

Who shall undo the past da/s deed ? 

It labours for the Coming hour; 

And if I am but as a weed, 

The weed, though dead, is still a power ; 

Ay, and of Goodness ! of all powers 

Greatest, the Life that cannot die, 

The evergrowing Unity, 

VVhose death-matured and brightest flowers 
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Will not the tiny soul contemn 

That bloom'd its best, and went to thera ! 

The perfect joy, that once was grief, 

Will see no sorrow in my leaf. 

Freed ivorms, that blamed a worm's excess, 

Will pardon kindred littleness. 

The left-on-earth will cease to blame 

Mistaken words, or failing £m ; 

Nor score, perchance, frora ShireclifFs side 

To gaze, with me, o'er Hallam wide ; 

Or wander with a child of sin 

By shadow-haunted Rivtlin ; 

Or, loved of sunbeams ! talk with one 

Whose soul, by Rother, Sheaf, or Don 

Still lingering, wreaths for tnith will weave ; 

And all that spirits teil believe. 



Oh, hast thou seen the mountain snow 
Which south winds softly overblow, 
How fast it wastes, how swiftly hastes 
To feed the rock-rill's lonely (low, 
And swell a sea of tears below ? 
So wastes, so weeps lone Etheline, 
For she hath lost her Telmarine. 
In evil hour, an awful power 
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Hath stol'n Lord Königes child ; 
And never since that dismal hour 
Hath she, the maiden-mother, smiled. 

Seidom she sleeps, 
But always weeps ; 

And when she sleeps, she dreams 
That '1 elmarine, with joyful screams, 
Returns, to sport upon her breast, 

And laugh her into rest : 
Starting, she wakes ! illusion flies ; 
And back come dire realities. 
Then, to the silent gloom she sighs, 
And asks the silent gloom in vain, 
44 When will my child come back again ? " • 



ii. 

In solitude, yet not alone, 
She lived, with nought to do but weep : 
Oh, better had she been a stone 
O'er whose old age old mosses creep ! 
For emerald shadows with them dwell, 
And lonely sunbeams love them well. 

• If in the commencement of this book, I have imitated ooe of 
the masterpieces of the age, the Mariana of Tennyson, (as at the 
ciose of the third, one of the finest passages in Scott,) I have done 
so, because I could not help it I am aware that an original con- 
ception cannot be appropriated by any thief, however dexterous. 
" But many minds may gird their brows with beams. Thougfa one 
did throw the fire." 




Ever, '* My child ! my child ! " she said. 
And loathed her food, her hearth, her bed : 

And could not bear lo keep 
Within her cot, by <" ™ ' t; 



lim, like a cl 


leep, 
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And with tri» 


her. 


And with the 


i L'd her sadness 


A bomed, yet n jsi 
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WatcrTd by the sun, t 


, the grey 



Of moonless night, and sunless day : 

And watch'd by Adwick's madness. 



If chanced the warm autumnal skies 
To Iure the adder from its bed, 
(Where the bog-myrüe's fruit tum'd red, 
Or violets, blowing late, smell'd sweet, 
And the bank sloped, the mom to meet,) 
Green, blazed its never-closing eyes ; 
" Still is she here ! " the adder said, 
And, like an eye-glance, vanished. 



To slumber lull'd by wailings faint, 
Awaked by moanings of com piain t, 
From his high seat, in sportive glee 
Down looking on her misery. 
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The squirrel, morrow after morrow, 

Heard speech that sigh'd. 

The sun, at noon, still found her weeping ; 

The sun, at eve, beheld her weeping, 

And bow'd his beamy head in sorrow ; 

And when, at night, the Otter stole 

From his root-roof 'd and fishy hole 
Beneath the moonlit tree — 

The sound that mingled with the beam 

Reflected from the " watery gleam," 

Was speech that sigh'd. 



v. 

When stoop'd the bramble's arm'd rieh stems 

Beneath their darkening load of gems, 

And " on its thorny tree " the sloe 

Stole from the west a purply glow, 

While bees and blooms revisited 

The all-thorn'd gorse, she nothing said 

But, " Cruel was that friend of mine 

Who stole my pretty Telmarine," 

But when the slow was blackly meUow, 

When the crab wore its flamy yellow, 

When starken'd the dim heav'ns with cold, 

And woods put on their crimson'd gold, 

She sigh'd, " The year is darkening down, 

The green locks of the crags turn brown, 




Ripe bramble-berries cover them, 
The fiend his club casls over them 
And winter comcs, in hail and rain 
But T elmarine comes not »rain ! " 



When rose the heron in tbe wind, 
His legs outstretch'd his llight behind, 

In search of warmer skies ; 
She gazed on him, with uptum'd eyes. 
And said, "Oh, thou, the fleet, the wild ! 
Stay ! teil me — Hast thou seen my child?" 
When after him the eagle pass'd, 
And over her his shadow cast, 
She said, " Thou strong of eye and wing ! 
Far canst thou fly, and widely see ; 
Oh, King-bird, seek her, find her, bring 

My Telmarine to me ! 

Or I must die in misery." 
l'hen, on the bird she strain'd her sight, 
Till he became a speck in light, 
And tili, at last, he vanish'd quite , 
And then she gazed on empty air, 
Fearing to take her eyes away, 
As if her only hope was there, 
There — in that depth of banen grey, 
On which, with his last gasp of breath, 
Man tries to fix his gaze in death. 
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Death ! — face of stone, and soul of lath, 
Yet the last friend that misery hath — 
" A long sweet sleep awaiteth thee," 
Saith ghastly Death to Misery ! 
And he, in pity, on her smiled ; 
For she must die i or find her child. 
And soon nor squirrel, otter, snake, 
Shall see her, from the wood or lake ; 
Nor hawk, nor heron, from the sky 
Look on the maid, now fain to die. 
Pale, paler, weaker she became ; 
Chili tremors shook her failing frame ; 
And with slack knees, and swimming head 
She sank lipon her sleepless bed, 
Where her worn face, a child's in size, 
Seem'd cold in woe, as polar skies, 

And polar snow. 
The fountain of her tears was dried ; 
She wept no more, but ever sigh'd ; 
Her heart broke not ! 'twas petrified. 



VII. 



Then, came o'er Adwick's frenzied mind 
A change, like colour to the blind. 
Oh, deem not him a cruel man, 
That victim of a ruthless ban, 
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And of compassionate sympathy, 

Which suffers in his destiny, 

And darkly, dreadly shares the fate 

That made hini desolate '. 
If thou would'st see the e sky 

Reflected in tl laue, 
Bid the black tempcst's agony 

Its tormred wavi >rsake ; 
Then, shaJl the banks, the ispering trees 
The cloud, the herd, the reo, the hill, 
The foxglove, ay, the birds and bees. 
Live in that minor bright and still. 
So, when wann tears gush'd from his brain. 
And cool'd its buming hell of pain, 
(Frenzy subsiding into sadness. 
And saddest pity conqu'ring madness,) 

He was himself again ; 
Like one who wakes from dreams of woe. 
When blackest night is past — and, lo, 
Mom glitters on a world of snow I 
He saw his victim's mute despair ; 
To see her die he could not bear. 
Himself he hated for the deed 
That laid her, like a withering weed, 
Before him — dying, helpless, pale ; 
And if man's couragc tan avail, 
Oh, ye! will he savc Et hei ine ! 
He will bring back her Telmarine. 
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Yea, he hath sought the dread retreat, 
Where none may tread with unbless'd feet 
Hark ! Voices? Shouts? A fearful cry 
Wakes the green night of Mystery : 
" Oh, Sacrilege ! a man defiled 
Hath from the hallowM Chamber borne 

The consecrated child ! " 
And she, the Nun of Snow, hath sworn 
That he, the thief, whoe'er he be, 
Shall for his crime with Hfe atone, 
And suffer on the slaughter-stone 

Pain's worst extremity. 



VIII. 

41 The little hand of Telmarine 

Presses thy bosom, Etheline ! 

The soft warm cheek of Telmarine 

Rests on thy cold face, Etheline ! 

Konig's blue eyes, in Telmarine, 

Smile on the softer blue of thine. 

Is it not well ? " said Adwick, sighing ; 

" Art thou not happy ? " " Yes, and dying, 

My Adwick ! " pressing with her own 

His hand, she said, in sweetest tone, 

Her eyes on his oer-flowing eyes 

Fix'd, " I am dying. Be not thou 

(My Friend ! my Lovc !) offended now, 



That my soul yearns again to see 
My Konig's face. If ihou lov'st me, 
Love Konig, too. And when I'm dead — 
When number'd are my vanities ; 
When aching heart, and reeling head, 
And throbbtng pulse, are quieted, 
Teil hitn I loved him ! and " — she smiled 
On little Telmarine — " the child 
I leave behind me. Bid him take 
My child, and love it for my sake — 
As I love it for his. In heart 
A mother, teil him— I depart 

In soul a bride ; 
In truth, a virgin ; satisfied 

To be, in soul, his bride." 



While thus she spoke, Lord Konig paced 

His castle and the lake between, 

With cold hand on his hot brow placed, 

And blood-shot eyeballs, in despair 

Fix'd wildly on the Wizard 's chair, 

Far over wood and water seen. 

Earth, and the clear heav'n overhead, 

Were tranquil as the sinless dead; 

They might have sooth'd and tranquillized 

A heart less tom and agonized ; 

But the mute clouds, the stirless air, 
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The silent light, the lake at rest, 
All, mock'd the tumult in his breast, 

The tempest raging there ; 
When — as a smile lights silently 
The lip of sleeping infancy — 
Out of the still lake's crystal bright, 
Out of the silent air and light, 

Seeming to soul and sight 
A portion of the air and light, 
The form, the face of Telma came ! 
In all her living loveliness 
She stood before him. Motionless, 
(Save that her moving Ups displa/d 
What seenVd the teeth's pure ivory, 
Like white flowers trembling in the shade,) 

She utter'd his dear name ! 
Death had not from her stature taken 

Its graceful slightness : 
Still seem'd to heave, in blissful whiteness, 

Her bosom soft and warm : 
Nor had the dewy rose forsaken 

Her füll lip's eloquent charm ; 
Nor on her cheek had morning faded ; 
Nor had the eyes, which black locks shaded ; 

Lost their black brightness. 
Yet was there a solemnity, 
A marble fixedness of eye, 
In her dread beauty ; in her look 

vol. II. D D 
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A calmness — Oh, Tbou Wizard's Chair, 
And Ihy grim guest of bone and hair ! 
That calmness took 
The feve-°— u '- — '■'"-nig's cheek, 
Am ■ ith fear ; 

It was the ds hearts break 

Hope shud eavement seek 

n solace here. 



" Konig !" in 1 t was not song, 

Yet sweeter far, she said, 
Or whispered, 

" The hours of God, seem long 
To man's impatience, and to me ; 
For slowly, mercifully still, 

Ev'n to the freed of death, 
Hiraself and his unerring will 

The All-wise discovereth. 
We are not fitted yet to be 
Where dwell the painless, where the pure 
Live with the pure in purity. 
Much must thou dare, and more endure, 
Ere we can wed as spirits wed. 
Yet did I err not when I said, ' 

' In heav'n our marriage-feast is spread, 
And well are they who love the dead ;' 
For none are happy but the tnie ; 
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And, Konig, we have work to do. 
Go, then, to lonest Waterside ; 
There kiss, thy chaste, thy virgin-bride ; 
Long hast thou been expected there, 
And she hath yet a pang to bear; 
For one, whom yet thou may'st not see, 
(The Angel of Extremity, 
Whose touch of ice, and look of steel, 
All who draw breath are doom'd to feel,) 
Bends there o'er Etheline, and weeps. 
A precious gift for thee she keeps ; 
Our child ! oh, place her in thy bower, 
And tend, for me, my living flower ! 

Ordain'd to win 
For us an Eden, lost by sin, 

She bends to Heav'n 

Both me and thee. 
Nay, kneel not — no I ask not of me 
Forgiveness — Art thou not forgiv'n ? 
Strive not to clasp the impassive air; 
But do thy mission ! and prepare, 
On earth, for heav'n. 111 meet thee there — 
Where no harsh fates annul 
Love's law of blissful trust ; 
And Beauty casts between 

Her smiles serene 
And the All-loving Beautüul, 

No veü of dust" 

D D 2 
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The light and silence on its breast, 

The sleeping cloud, the sleeping tree, 
The music of the busy bee, 
The tremble of the lifted leaf ; 
And one vain mortal— bow'd with grief, 
As if on his crush'd heart had come, 
With all their weight of guilty fears, 
The bürden of a thousand yeais ; 
And on his check, and youthful bloom, 
The stain of an etemal tearj 
These only (and thy God !) are here. 



Lord Konig in his bark is gone, 
Over the lake of Dar and Don, 
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To lonely Waterside, 
Where everplayful Telmarine, 

With looks that sweetly chide, 
Wonders at silent Etheline ! 

" Why will not mother speak ? " 

She says, with saddening cheek, 

And still-enquiring eyes, 
To which no voice, no look replies ! 

While Adwick, watching near, 
And scarcely seeming ought to hear, 

Or feel, or know, 

(Yet too, too conscious,) Stands, 
With cold, damp forehead, and clasp'd hands, 

Gazing on hopeless woe, 
That vainly loves ! on speechless pain, 
And dying truth — beloved in vain ! 



XIII. 

How like the beauteous awfulness 
That moulders into clay, 
And humbles man's hard-heartedness 

With its sublime decay, 
Upon her couch of death she lay ! 

Nor limb, nor feature stuVd. 
But when Lord Konig*s foot she heard, 
Like one arising from the dead, 
She started, she lean'd up in bed ; 
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( Love is strong 1) she rose to greet him ; 
(Oh, Love ls strenglh !) she went to meet him ; 
She met him — niet his dear embrace ; 
And in his hosom hirf her face. 
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(She leaning fondly on his knee, 

He weeping o'er her tenderly ;) 

And talk'd to sleep each little leaf; 

And talk'd the sun down to the west ; 

Nor saw hiro veil his head in grief, 

And sadden into golden rest. 

Death, all-shunn'd death, she knew, was nigh, 

Yet feit as if she could not die. 

Hut when, at length, the parting hour 

Gloom'd dimly on the dying flower, 

Then Konig trembled — and she smiled ! 

Giving to him the wüting child. 

" Kiss me ! " (she said, scarce audibly, 

While, sick with parting's agony, 

He feit as if they could not part,) 

" Kiss me ! and go. ' I die content 

Love our poor Adwick — he loves me : 
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Farewell ! " He wept, as if his heart 

Was made of tears — and went 
She watch'd them o'er the lake ; 
She saw him leap to land, 

Place on the shore the child, and take 
Its little offertt hand ; 

Then, shuddering as she turn'd her head, 

Sank at the feet of Adwick— dead. 



xv. 

Sad, from the dell of Ravensly, 
A wail of chaunting echo'd wide ; 
Harsh, in oak-waving Denaby, 
A trumpet's brazen laugh replied ; 
And far o'er Watchly came the cry 
That ever told when doom was nigh, 
When cruel gods claim'd bloody rites, 
And men prepared for ghastly sights. 
But Adwick heard no trumpet blow, 
No chaunt, no death-dirge, wailing low ; 
Mute as a stone, and tranced in woe, 

He stood ! and moved 
Nor hand, nor foot, nor lock of hair ; 
But, like a statue of despair, 
Gazed on the warm, yet lifeless snow, 
That still was all he loved. 
Lo ! one by one, fierce men Surround him ! 
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By him unheard, unseen, they come, 
AH sable vesled, 
Sable helm'd, and sable crcsted ; 
They are the ministers of doom, 

Whom follows slow 

The Nun of Snow; 

And they have seized and bound him. 



Then, Adwick saw, approaching nigh, 

A form of haughtiest dignity. 

Never was grander presence seen, 

Or loftier stature. 
The demon in his nature 

Wore a sublimely mournful mien ; 
And as he trod 
The shrinking sod, 

He seem'd not less than demigod. 

Crisp curl'd his locks of aubum hue 
O'er features beautiful, 
High brow, thin lips, arch'd nose : 

A face of marble-like repose, 

Whose coldness shamed youngjune's white rose. 

Yet on his front scowl'd rigor. Blue, 

Watch'd his fix'd eyes — small, cavem'd, dull ; 

And cuplike ears, placed wide apart, 

Before a knotted mass of skull, 

Proclaim'd a tyrant's brain and heart ; 
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Though his sad smile turn'd dim 
The sun's glad calmness, as he set, 

And Autumn's violet 
Stole a sweet look of tears from him. 

XVII. 

" Infidel ! " Slowly, thus he spoke, 
In tones that on the hearer broke 
Like dying thunder. " It is well 
That we are mighty, Infidel ! 
Or tortured human life, in vain, 
Would petrify Love's tears with pain. 
Live, then, to feel, in heart and brain, 
Worst pain's intensity of pain, 
Ere death dismiss thy atheist soul, 
To tenant some vile toad or owl, 
Or stinking fox, or filthier swine, 
And find no beastlier shape than thine." 

XVIII. 

" Bend not thy cruel brow on me, 
Priest ! " Adwick answer'd mournfully ; 
" I know thy power, and pity thee. 
The feet that on long-suffering trod 
Cannot crush out my trust in God ; 
Nor canst thou waste, or use in vain, 
His fund of dreadful mercy, pain. 



And it shail put to shanu 
The darkness which to th 
Torturing, and blackening 
Darken 'd with arrows — In 
Though she hath done yo' 
Shall find the truth invinci 
Nor will my diserabodied 
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(Shapes, not despised by I 
Nor less august, perchance 
But — with the spirit of tha 
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Shall feed the wolf, beneath the moon 
And winking stars." Scornful, he spoke, 
Though pity in his heart awoke ; 
Then, self-reproach'd, threw back his head, 
While blacken'd on his lip of bile 
The fiend of his unwilling smile — 
And kick'd, with cruel foot, the dead. 

xx. 

Darkens in grief the snowy Nun ; 
Slow, down her cheek the large tears run : 
Bums Adwick's brow. His fetter'd hands 
Smite the Priest-Monarch, where he Stands. 
He strives, with desperate strain, 
To break his bonds. His dizzy brain 
Flames. Down he drops. Half-raised, he sighs, 

Falls back, and deeply sighs : 
See ! how the fetter'd Lion dies ! 
Yet his last looks, his closing eyes, 
Seek the dear, outraged form, that lies 
Beside him, marble-pale and still, 

And angel-fair ; 

And Love's strong will, 

With his last breath, 
Stamps on his failing motion grace, 
And beauty on his heart-worn face, 

Even in death ; 
While gasp the sable-helm'd, and stare. 




hou large heart, and ample ehest ! 
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(Yd iot unloved, though rüde thy form ; 

Not n-™< •■* " "■inbless'd, 

Tho impled worai ;) 

Join, ss not pain, 

Thy va d In vain, 
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; ! but saved 
By i g Love. 



" He hath escaped," the King-Priest said. 
Then, tum'd he to the Üfeless maid. 
Nor armlet she, nor anklet wore, 

But on her veiny wrist 
A clasp of amethyst, 
And on her right third finger fair 
A relic, which he valued more ; 
A ring of gold-and-silver twist, 
And Homer's aubum-silver'd hair. 
He took the ring, and from her wrist 
The nun its clasp of amethyst, 
The mighty spell by which men knew 
She could o'ercome, far off, the foe 
VVho but in thought might work her woe ; 
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And then the darkness-clad withdrew 
The long rieh robe of tyrian hue 
Which, folded round her beauteous waist, 
And underdrawn, her hips embraced ; 
Leaving her naked, where she lay, 
To be of worms and wolves the prey. 
Thus sternly Highest Love deeided, 

That not by death divided, 
But side by side, like groom and bride, 
Should lie, at last, His sternly tried ; 
And, lo, the pair are not alone, 
Though priest, and nun, and guard are gone ! 

Above them bends 
A form that godlike man's transcends, 
When godlike most ; a face of pride, 
More mournful than a Jollen king's 
Whose world-wide realms are miseries, 

Whose empire, splendors fled ! 
And in his mien 

Such majesty is seen, 
That in heav'n's courts he might have borne 
A demigod's regalities, 
And on immortal Shoulders worn 

Archangers wings. 
" These are but seeds of future weeds 
Sown to replace our hated race," 

In thought, he sighs, 

Contemplating the dead ; 




And to the skies 
Raising his heav'n-reft eyes, 
Adds, with serenely saddest brow, 
-Will not the seed He sowelh grow?" 
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LAST LINES. 

The Poct's last utterances, dktated od his death-bed to bis 
daugbter. 

Thy notes, sweet Robin, soft as dew, 

Heard soon or late, are dear to me ; 
To music I could bid adieu, 
But not to thee ! 

When from my heart Earth's lifeful throng 

Shall pass away, no more to be, 
Oh ! Autumn's primrose, Robin's song, 
Return to me ! 
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Lady Shelley. With a Preface by Richard Garnktt ■ 
Minialure Frontispiece. 
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Dnny Svo, t6>. 
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Ranrosn, M.A., LL.B., Rev, F. Ua*tin<», Rev. W. 
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A. F. Mm«, M.A., Kcv. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. W. M. 

Statham, und Rev, Professor J. Thomson, M.A. Foorth 

Edition, ioj. tW. 
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Rev. B. Dale. Fifth Edition, ijr. 
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Rev. A. Rowland, LI.. B., Rev. J. A. Macdonald, »nd Rev. 
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Prof. R. A. Redford, LL.B., M.A., Rev. W. S. Lewis, M.A. 

Rev. J. A. Macdonald, Rev. A, Mackennal, B.A., Rev. W. 
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LL.B., Rev. Prof. Rowlands, B.A., Rev. G. Wood, B.A, 
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by Rev. Prof. Thomson, M.A,, Rev. Prot Gives, M.A., Rer. 

Prof. Johnson, M.A., Rev. A. Rowland, B.A., LL.B-, Ret. 

A. Muir, and Rev. R. Green. 2 vols. Second Edition, au- 



An Eastere Story. Crown Svo, y. 6J, 
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md mllrged. Dtniy Svo, !<-'. 
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Ctm S.o, 71. W. 
II. Library Edition, in Dem r Svo, wilh Portrait. 12t. 

III. A fopnlar Edition, in 1 vol. Crown Svo, 6t. 
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RODWELL, G. F., F.R.A.S., F.C.S.- 

Mountain and ils Erupttoi 
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SAMUEL, Sydney Al.—Zts-wlsh Life in In« East. 
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Suges. Second Edition. Crown Svo, tu, 
SPEDDING, Jtima.— Reviews and Dlscusslona, Uterary, 
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Ph.D., and A. J. Gkeenaway, F.I.C. Deiny Svo, x~ 

SULLY, Jamis, M.A.— Sensation and Intuition. Deiny Svo, 
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Failures. Eecond Edition. Lorgc croivn 8vo, 6"j. 

TAYLOR, Algrrnmt.—GuloimQ. Hole« of an Antonio Taut, Crown 

Svo, 41. Stf. 
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into the Laws of 1 a fluence. With Diagram». Deiny Svo, 

101. 6d. 
TIDMAN, Paul /'.—Gold and Silver Money. Put 1— A Plim 

Statement Part IL— Objcctioni Aniwercd. Third Edition. 
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Crown Svo, 51. 
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HiWe f.mi ihe l'tiict tW-it, frjt thc Privute Devolion of lh«e 
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M.D. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo, 5*. 

IX. The New Chemlstry. By Professor J. P. Cc.ke. With 31 
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Lue." 
MQRSHEAD, E. D. A. — The House of Atreus. Beir« the 
. Agamemnon, Libation-Beareis, and Furies of iüschyliis. Tirana. 

lated into English Verse. Crown Svo, Jt. 
NADEN, Comtanre W. — Songs and Sonnets of Spring Times. 

Small cjown Svo, ^. 




Kcgatt Paul, Trenck & Co.'s PublUations. 



MCBOLSOA', Edward B.— Tho Christ Child, «nd oth« Poems, 

Ciowq Svo, 4j. bJ. 
.VOAXE, Major R. Campten.— -The Blvouac : at, Martini I.ymt. With 

an Appendii i Advice lo the BlitifT rap, Svo, 51. &/. 
JVOJ?A 73* Äi*. R<*bn.—K Utile Chllcfs Monument. Second 

Edition. Stmll ciown Svo, 31. (V. 
NOERIS, Rtv. A/frtJ.—The Inner and Outer Lifo Pooma. Fcmn. 

8vo,6i. 
Od« or Life, The. By ihc Aulhot of "The Ejiie of Hades," etc. 

Fourth Edition. Crown 8*0, 5t. 
CTHAGA.V, y»An.~Ti\o Song of Roland. TrsrnJa!«! inlo Kn^ÜJi 

Vene. I-arge piiii Svo, pordiaient antique, toi. (U. 
PAUL, C. ä'/xjh. — Goethe's Faust. A New Translation in Rhyme. 

Crown Svo, (11. 
PA YNE, >!«.— Songs of Lifo and Death. Crown Svo, 51. 
'ELL, ff. Cholmoiubiiy,— Pegasus Resaddlod, 

Aulhor ol "Pack oii Pcginis," etc. etc. U'üh 1 



PEff.VELL, ff. CholmotuLlty,— Pegasus Resaddlod. By the 
Autlior of "Tuclt oti Pegnni-," etc., etc. U'üh 10 Füll nage 
Illutrationl by George Du Mouri«. Second Edition, lcajx 
4(0, elegant, 1SI. itd. 
PFEIFFER, Emily.— GUn Alarch: Hb SOeM an.l 3 
Second Edilion. Crown Svo, (a. 

Cerard's Monument, and other Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

QuartermanS Grace, and other Poerat. Crown Svo, Jr. 

Poems. Second Edition. Crown Svo« 6i. 



and bound in cloüi, gilt edg«, 41, 
Uniter the Aspcns; Lyricol and Drsmatic 
Crown Svo, 61. 



oetiy by A*MI» 
: by Ijnlcy tuuuboont, " 
Library Edition, 6*. ; vellum, 71. 6J. 
KHOADES, Jarno.— Tha Georgtc* of Vlrglt. T.aa.b 

Engliui Vene. Srootl crown Svo, 51. 
SOBISSOX, A. HUry F.— A Handful of Honoyiuck»*. 
8*0,3.. 64 




Laiin Te*I siile by sitle with an EncHsh Interpretation in Thirtr 
- 'yo/ltysti •- 
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SAU.VDERS, John.— Love's Martyrdoni. A PUy «nd 

Small crown Svo, clolh, 5*. 
Schiller's Mary Stuart. Gcrman Text, with Engüsh Translation 1 

opposite pagc by Leedham White. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Shakspere's Sonnets. Editcd by Edward Dowsbn. With a Fro* 

lispicce etrlied by Leopold Lowenstaro, after the Dealh Masli. 

Farchment Library Edition, 6s. ; vellum, 7J. &/. 
Shakapere's 'Works. In 12 Monlhly Voluincs. rarchment Liluaij 

Edition, 6s. each j vellum, 7.1. id. each. 
SHA W, IY. F., M.A.— Juvental, Perslus, Martlal , and Catullus. 

An Experiment in Translation. CrowrJ Svo, cloth, 51. 
SHELLEY, Ptrcy Bysshe.— Poems Selecled from. Dedicited tr> 

Lady Shelley. Willi I'ruf.ice by Richard Garnett. F&rchinau 

Library Edition, 61. ; vellum, Js. GJ. 
Six Ballads about King Arthur. Crown Svo, extra, gilt edges, 

3*. 6rf. 
SAYiVXER. •James.— Ccelestia. The Manual or St. Augtutinc. The 

SLADEjV, Douglas B.— Frlthjof and Ingebjorg, and other 

Poems. Small crown Svo, cloth, 51. 
Songs of Two Worlds. By the Aulhor of " The Epic of Hades." 

Seventh Edition. Complete in One Volume, with Portrait. 

Fcap. Svo, is. tV, 
Songs for Muslc. By Four Friends. Containing Songs by Reginald 
. A. Gatty, Stephen H. Gatty, Grerille J. ehester, and Juliana 

Ewing. Square crown Svo, 51. 

with other 



TA YLOR, Sir ff.— Works Complete in Five Volumes. Crown Svo, 30». 
TEJVNYSON, Alfrtd.— Work* Complete:— 

The Imperial Library Edition. Complete in 7 vols. Demy 
Svo, 10/. 6if. each ; in Roxburgh binding, iu. 6d. each. 
Author'a Edition. In 7 vols. Post Svo, gilt 431. &/. ; or half- 

moroeco, Roxburgh style, 521. 6d. 
Cablnet Edition. 13 vols. Each with Frontispiece. Fcap. Svo, 
21. 6d. each. 
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TENNYSOM. AlfrtJ.—amtmntd. 

The Royal Edition. In i vol. Witt a6 Illustration 
Portrait. Extra, b«vellcd boord», gitl leav«, an. 



Shilling Edition. In 13 vdU. ppdtd i'it, u. eaeb, iewed. 






I*.* Cur «Im bc had in a varkij of 01 her liiudinps. 
In Memorlnm, With 1 tfhrtatTr Portrait in teuf.iru 1.7 Ix 
Kai, alter a Photograph liy the late Mn, Cameroit. 1 
rj I Milien, tu. ; vcltiim, 71, &/. 
The Prlneess. A V 

II. U. Paget, and 1 Tailpiece . . 
Farilnneni Library Edition, 6r. ; vclluin, 7>. w. 

Songs Sat to Muslc by varit 

Colins. Dcticalcd, br cxprcss permLssion, (o Her Mo 
Quem. Royal 41 o, eitr», gilt luvet, 211. ; oi in half mein. 

Original Edition* l— 

Ballada, and other Purnw, Small Svo, 51. 

Poems. Small Svo, tjj. 

tho Poems. Small Svo, Jr. CJ. 
Tlie Prtncess. Small Svo, y. 6J. 
Idylls of the King. Small I 
Idylls of the King. Complrfc. Small Svo, 6>. 
The Hi'ty Gral), and other Poems. Small Sto, 41. id. 
Gareth and Lynetle. Small Svo, y. 
Eil och Anlcn, elc. Small Svo, 31. 64 
In Memori.tm. Small Uro, 4*. 
Harald : a Drama. New Edition, Crown Svo, 6>. 
Queen Mary : a Drama. Ken Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 
The Lovnr's Tale. Fein. Svo, y. 6J. 
Selec-t ions f rom the above 'Works. Super loyal 16010, y. 6J. ; 

gilt er 
Songs frnm tlie above Works. i6ruo, ti. U. ; rat», y. &£. 
Idylls of the Klag, > DostwUd br Julia War- 

etret Cameron. 2 «ola. folio, hatf-boBBd tnanxxa, £6 tu. ach. 
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The Tennyson Btrthday Book. Edited by Emily £ 

3zmo, limp, 2r. ; extra, 3/. 

•.* A sopcrior Edilian, printed in red and black, on antiqne pttper, 

specislly piepared. Small aown Svo, extra, gilt leaves, 5/. j 

and in various calf and niorocco bindings. 



THOMPSON, AHce C— Preludes ! b Volume of Poems, lllustnled 
by ElicibeÜi Thompson (Painler of "Tbc Roll Call "). Svo, 
7s. 6a\ 

TODHUNTER, Dr. J.— Laurella, «nd other Poems, Ciown Svo, 

Forost Songs. Small crown Svo, 31. 64. 
The True Tragedy of Rleml : a Drama. 31. GA 
AlcosIIs ! a Dramatic Poem. Eitni feap. Svo, 5/. 
A Study of Shelley. Crown Svo, 71. 



TÜRNER, Reo. C. TtAnysen.— So Eine ts, Lyrlcs, and Trans- 

latioDS, Crown Svo, 4/. &/. 
Collected Sonnets, Old and New. With Prefalory Poem by 

Alfred Tennysou ; also some Marginal Notes by S. T, 

Coleridge, and a Critical Essay by James Speddinc. Fcap. 

Svo, 7s. da. 
WALTERS, Sophia Lydia.— TT« Brook 1 a Poem. Small aown Svo, 

&. 6d. 
A Dreamert Sketch Book. With 11 Hlustrations by Percival 

Skelton, R. P. Leitch, W. H. J. Boot, and T. R. PRiTcartr. 

Engiaved by J. D. Cooper. Fcap. 4(0, im. 6d. 
WATERFIELD, IV.— HymM for Holy Daya and Seaaons. 

32mo, U. 6d. 



WEBSTER, Augusla.—DlsgulSba : a Drama. Small crown Svo, 5/, 

In a Day : a Drama. Small crown Svo, cloth, 2». dd. 
"Wet Daya. By a Farmer. Small crown Svo, fu. 
WILKINS, William.— Songs of Study. Crown Svo, tu. 
WILL0UGH3Y, The Hon. Airs.— On the North "Wind— Thtstle- 
down : a Volume of Poems. EteganÜy bound, small crown 
Bvo, 7s. bd. 



Kegan Paul, Trench Cr Co.'s PublUations. 43 
— A Child of tho Peojjlo, ud otact 
—Gottlob, etcetara. Small crown Svo, 31. 6J. 



WORKS OF FICTION IN ONE VOLUME. 

SAA'A'S, Mn. G. L.— God's Providonco Houso. New I 

Cion-n 8*o, 31. &/. 
BETHAM-KDIVARDS, Afia JH.— Kilty. Witt ■ 

Crom Svo, 6/. 
Blus Roses ; or, Helen Malinolska's Matruge. Bv Ihe Aulho« o( 

"Vera." New »oJ Cbeaper Edition. Willi Frontupiccc 

Crown Svo, 61. 



y Sta Quitt Huun. Witt 



HOOPER, Mrt. ff.— The Mouse of Raby. Crown Svo, j». 6/. 



St. George and St. MlchaeL Thiid HMflk With Fionts- 
pioec- Crown S vu, 6r. 
MASTERMAN, 7.— Kolf-a-Doion Daughtera. Crvw» Svo. 

3>- W. 
MEREDITIt, Gwjr.— Ordcalof Richard Feverel. New E 
Crown Svo, (u. 
Tbc Egoist ; A Cocncly in Kurralivc. New and □ 
with Fi ontüpiecc, Crown Stv, &■ 
PALCKAVR, W. Offimi.— Hanna nn Agba: aa Euttru Nuntin. 
Udos. Crown Svo, ©>. 
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Pandurang Hari ; or, Memoire of a Hindi». With an Intnxbietofy 
Prcface by Sir II. Barlle E. Frere, CC.S.L, Cß. Crew» 
Sro,6f. 
PAUL, Margaret Agtus. — Genlle and Simple; a Story. Ncwunl 

Cheaper Edition, »itii I-'r(.>iitgsr>icce. Crown Svo, 6r. 
SHA W, Flora L.— Castle Blair ; a Story of Youthful Live» New ao-l 

Cheaper Ediüon. Crown Svo, p. 6a\ 
STRETTOiV, Hesba.— Through a Needle's Eye : a Siorj. New 

and Cheaper EditiOD, with Fiomispiece. Ciown Svo, tu. 
TAYLOR, Cd. Mtadtws, CS. f., M.K./.A.—SeMu: a Morel New 
and Cheaper Edition. Willi Fronlispiece. Crown 8™, 61. 
Tlppoo Sullaun - a Tale of theMysore War. New Ediüon, wäh 

Frontispiece. Crown Svo, dt. 
Ralph Darnell. Ke» and Cheapei Edition. With Frontupicte. 

Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Noble Queen. New and Cheaper Edition. With Fraoto- 

piece. Crown Svo, 6s. 
The Confessions of a Tliug. Crown Svo, 6>. 
Tara : a MahntU Tale. Crown Svo, 6s. 
THOMAS, Jlfffji.—A Flght for Life. Crown Svo, 31. 6J. 
Wlthln Sound of the Sea. New and Cheaper Edition, with Front* 
piere. Crown 8v0, 6r. 



BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

Auct Mar-y's Bran Ple. By the Aulhor of *' St. Olave's." Illustraled. 

y.bd. 
BARLEE, ElUn.~ Locked Out : a Tale of the Sinke. Witt 1 

Fronlispiece. Royal l6mo, 11. 6d. 
BONWICK, J., E.R.G.S.— The Tasmanlan Llly. With Fronlis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, jr. 
Ulke Howe, the Bushran^er of Van Diemcn's Land. New and 

Cheaper Edition. With fronlispiece. Crown Svo, 31. 6a\ 
Brave Men's FootStepS. A Book of Example and Anecdote for 

Young People. By the Editor of " Men who have Risen." Wilh 

4 Illustration« by C. Doyle. Sevenih Edition. Crown Svo, 

3». 6d. 
Chlldren's Toys, and some Elementary Lessons in General Knowledge 

which they teach. Illustrated. Crown Svo, 51. 
COLERIDGE, San. — Pretty Lessons In Verse for Good 

Childran, with aome Lessons in Latin, in Easy Rhrme. A 

New Edition. Illustrated. F«ap. Svo, jj. hd. 



Kegan Paul, Trench & Co.'i Pubä 

COXtfEAD, Ethe!.— Blrda and Bables. Imp. iGnio. V 

IIlHätralioiu. Clolh gill. 1/. bd. 

ÜAm'ERS, JV. /?.— Llttle Mlnnie's Troubles: an nvwy-day 

Chroniclc. \Vilh 4 Illustration* by W. H. Hi.glies. Kap. Svo, 

3>. bd. 

Parted : ■ Tale of Cloudi and Sumliinr. WJti 4 Illuilration«. 

Ein» fc ip. Svo, 31. 6./. 
Pixle's Adventures; or, Ihc Tale of a Tefricr. Wlth 3 
Illiutiaiiora. löroo, 41. 6i 

Natmy'S Adventures: or, Ui« Tale of ■ GaaL Wiih t 

lilusttationi. 161110, 4>. bd. 
DAVIF.S, C. Chriift}fhtr,—'RamXi\e& and Adventures or oup 

School Field Club. With 4 Illtutratioiu. New and Cheaper 

Edition. Crown Svo, 31. bd. 
OXVMMUND, Mit,— Trlpp's Buildings. A Studjr From Life, wilh 

Eronti-.piccc. Sin.ill crom Svo, 31. 61/. 
SDMOffDS, /fahrt.— Well Spent Lives : ■ Serie- 1 1 

giajihin. New and C'licapci Edition. Ciovra StO, Jf, bd. 

EVAA'S. Mar».— The Story of our Fallier*» Love. >. 

Fouith snd Chcapci Edition o( Theology tot UliiMien. Wuli 4 
lllaslruLiuiii. Fisp. Svo, If. d.i. 

FARQVIIARSON. M. 

I. Elaie Dinsmore. Crown Svo, J*. 6/. 
II. Elsio'aGiflhood. Crown Svo, y. W, 
UI. Elsle's Holldaysat Rosclnnds- O iw« Svo, 31. W. 
HERFORD. Br*>t*.—Th9 Story of Religion In England : a Book 

fof Young Falk. Crown Svo, 5». 
tXGSLOW, Jta*.— The Llttle Wondcr-harn. Wi;h 15 IlluitHV 
liom. Small Svo. a>. bd. 

[lluilnlcd by 

A'fX, JXrpiA— Ttia Boy Stavo In Bohli.ira; a Tale of Central 
Aiia. Wiih [] Initiation». New and Cheaper Edition. Cruwn 
8 ro, y. bd. 

The Wild Horseman of U10 Pampas. Uluitratcd. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Clown Svo, J». bd. 

LA.VO.VT, Afarii* .*/*-/W..'7.-The Gladiator: . I 

■ ■ v, Willi 4 

lüujtraliona l.y II. M. Pagtt. Eitra frap. Svo, 3/. 6/ 
1EA.VPF.R, Xieiard. — F.intnstlc Stories. TramUi, 
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MAC KEKNA, S, J.— Plucky Fellows. A Book fot Bojs. Wk 
6 Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Crown Svo, 31. 6J. 
AI School with an Old Dragoon. Wiih 6 Illustrations. Kern 
»nd Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, 31. W. 

ile CLIKTOCK, £.— Sir Spangle and tlie Dingy H«n. Ka* 

tiated. Square crown 8™, u. M. 
HALDEN, ff. £.— Princes and Prlnceraes: Two Fainr Takt. 

Illoshated. Sraall ciown Svo, ai. 6rf. 



NAAKE, J. T.— Slavonlc Fairy Tales. From Russian, Serröii. 

Tolish, and Bohemian Sourccs. With 4 Illustration! Crews 

8vo, Sf. 
PBLLETAN, E.— The Dornt Pastor, Jnan Jaroosran. Tiw* 

lated from the French. By Colonel E. P. De L'Hoste. With » 

Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap. Svo, 31. 6V. 

KEANE Y, Mrs. C. S.— Waking and "Working ; or, From Girlhocd 
to Womnnhood. New and Cheaper Edition. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown Svo, 31. 6J. 
Riessing and Blessecl : a Sketch of Girl Life. New and 
Cheapcr Edition. Crown Svo, 31. 6J. 



Sunbeam Willla, and other Stories. Thrce Illustration*. Rojal 
i6mo, U. 6rf. 

Royal 



SADLER, S. W, t R.N.— The African Crulser: a Midshipmao'i 
Advenlurcs an the West Coasl. With 3 Illustrations. Ken 
und Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, xi. ixt. 



Kegan Paul, Trench & Co.'s Publications. 47 

Seeking his Fortune, and other Stories. With 4 Illustration*. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

Seven Autumn Leaves from Fairy Land. Illustrated with 9 
Etchings. Square crown 8vo, 31. od. 

STOCKTON, Frank R.—A Jolly Fellowship. With 20 IUustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 5/. 

STORR, Francis, and TURNER, Hawes.— Canterbury Chlmes; 
or, Chaucer Tales retold to Children. With 6 Illustration^ from 
the Ellesmerc MS. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, y. 6d. 

STRETTON, Hesba.— David Lloyd's Last Will. With 4 Illustra. 
tions. New Edition. Royal i6mo, 2s. 6d. 

The Wonderf ul Life. Sixteenth Thonsand. Fcap. 8vo, 2/. 6d 

Sunnyland Stories. By the Author of "Aunt Mary's Bran Pie.' 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Small Svo, 31. 6d. 

Tales from Ariosto Re-told for Children. By a Lady. With 3 
lllustrations. Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

Will TAKER, Florence.— Christy's Inheritance. A London Story. 
Illustrated. Royal i6mo, \s. 6d. 

ZIMMERN, //.—Stories in Preclons Stones. With 6 lllustrations, 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5/. 
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